








MEN! send for this 
~ MONEY-MAKING OUTFIT 













See How Easy It Is to Make 
ro $15.00 in a DAY! 


Do you want to make more money in full or spare time . . . as much 
as $15.00 in a day? Then mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, 
sent you FREE, containing more than 150 fine quality fabrics, sensa- 
tional values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, and overcoats. Take 
orders from friends, neighbors, fellow-workers. Every man prefers 
better-fitting, better-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—mention the low prices 
for made-to-measure fit and style—and show our guarantee of satisfac. 
tion, you take orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent income for yourself in spare 





time or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t need 
any experience to take orders. Everything is simply ex- 
plained for you to cash in on this wonderful opportu- 
nity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send you this 
big, valuable outfit filled with more than 150 fine fabrics 
and everything else you need to start. You'll say this is 
the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush the 
coupon today! 


Your Own SUITS 
Without 1¢ Cost 


Our plan makes it easy for you 
to get your own personal suits, 
topcoats, and overcoats without 
paying 1c—in addition to your 
big cash earnings. Think of it! 
| Not only do we start you on the 










road to making big money, but 
we also make it easy for you to 
@ get your own clothes without pay- 
ing one penny! No wonder thou- 

sands of men write enthusiastic 







PROGRESS TAILORING Co., Dept. S-364 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Illinois 
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{letters of thanks. 4 , 
h , ! PROGRESS TAILORING Co., Dept. S-364 : 
Just Mail Coupon § 500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. H 

You don’t invest a penny of your ; Dear Sir: | WANT MONEY AND I WANT & AE PO wea ‘ 

money now or any time. You don’t pay | ¥ AND SHON. without paving 16 for it, Kush Valuable Sut 4 

money for samples, for outfits, or for ‘ ' 

your own suit under our remarkable 1 Name Age : 
plan. So do as other men have done— 1 ' 

mail the coupon now. Don’t send a : fitvors 5 

penny. Just send us the coupon. ® City ... a ee : 
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The NEW 1953 PUZZLE-QUIZ 


150, Jae. 





Contest! 
S t W/Z 

















Have you ever hoped for a chance to 
acquire great wealth? 

Have you ever wished for just one 
chance to amass enough money to buy 
and do the things you most desire? 

If such thoughts and dreams have ever 
flashed through your mind, then heed 
carefully the message of this advertise- 
ment. Because—THIS MAY BE THE BIG 
CHANCE YOU’VE BEEN AWAITING! 


The New 1953 Puzzle-Quiz Contest Is Here 

Would you like an opportunity to win 
$150,000, $50,000, $25,000, $10,000, $5,000— 
or any one of 1,000 cash prizes totaling 
$325,000.00! 

If your answer is YES!—then mail the 
Coupon at once. Upon receipt of your Cou- 
pon, we will mail you the COMPLETE DE- 
TAILS, OFFICIAL RULES and ENTRY 
FORM of America’s greatest Puzzle-Quiz 
Contest. 


Mail Coupon For Complete Details 


Big as the prizes are—the prizes are ONLY 
PART OF THE APPEAL OF THE PUZ- 
ZLE-QUIZ CONTEST, because here is the 
contest designed to challenge your ingenuity, 
intrigue your imagination, 
knack at solving puzzles and your ability in 
constructing them, and delight and fascinate 
you throughout. 


enhance your 








Why This Contest Is So Wonderfully Entertaining 





























a. — it 
you witn 
you AMERINE. Add CAT, giving 


O, giving AMERINE: : 
with AMERIKCA. Subtract K, 
ICA, the correct solution of the 

the puzzle proves that 








The cleverness, fun and stimulation in the 
puzzles and quizzes are no accident.—They 
are the creation of the Editors of a world- 
famous encyclopedia — The New Funk & 
Wagnalls Encyclopedia—the world’s great- 
est for home and family use. It was largely 
out of the pages of this encyclopedia that 


You can get an idea of the general nature 
of the puzzles, and the fun in store for you 
in solving and constructing them, by exam- 
ining the SAMPLE Rebus Puzzle printed 
at the left. Read the text above the puzzle. 
Look at the puzzle carefully; then read the 
EXPLANATION below the puzzle. What 
pleasure you will have in solving the puzzles ! 

Naturally, there is only one correct answer 
for any puzzle or quiz presented for solution 
or answer in this contest, and a specified 
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THE 1953 PUZZLE-QUIZ CONTEST, 


P. O. Box 444, 1201 


Brooklyn 1, New York. 


Please send me at once COMPLETE DETAILS, 
including Official Rules and Entry Form, so I can 
decide if I want to enter the contest. 
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MAIL EITHER COUPON! 
Get Full, Complete Details! 


Much vital information about the 
Contest has been omitted because of 
lack of space, but you can get the 
COMPLETE DETAILS, without any 
obligation on your part, by mailing 
either one of these coupons. Fill in 
one right now. Give yourself the op- 





C MR. 
NAME () MRS. 
0 MISS 


this marvelous contest was built, and the 
sponsors, Unicorn Press, Inc., will spend 
over ONE MILLION DOLLARS in advertis- 
ing in the newspapers and magazines to dra- 
matize and publicize the contest and the ency- 
clopedia. This advertising expenditure is IN 
ADDITION to the prize fund of $325,000.00! 


Note The Sample Puzzle (And How You Solve It) At The Left 


point value is credited to the contestant for 
each correct solution and answer. The points 
earned on the puzzles and quizzes you solve, 
plus the points earned on any puzzles you 
construct, comprise your total point score. 
All of this is fully explained in the in- 
formation you will receive as a result of 
mailing the Coupon. The highest total point 
scores determine the winners. Thus, the win- 
ning of a prize is not left to guesswork, 
luck or the whim of judges. 


ee ee ee 


THE 1953 PUZZLE-QUIZ CONTEST, 
P. O. Box 444, 
Brooklyn 1, New York. 


Please send me at once COMPLETE DETAILS, 
including Official Rules and Entry Form, so I can 
decide if I want to enter the contest. 


1201 





(Please Print) 





portunity te win $150,000, $50,000, 
$25,000 or any one of 1,000 cash 
prizes! MAIL THE COUPON NOW! 


ADDRESS 





—to The 1953 Puzzle-Quiz Contest, 
P. O. Box 444, Brooklyn 1, New York. 
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Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly works won- 
ders with chapped or dry skin: a thin 
coating adds to your natural skin oils. 
Dependable ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly 
soothes as it helps to heal. Apply it to 


@ Work-sore hands—Apply before 
and after work. Soothes, relieves sore- 
ness. Makes clean-up easier, too. 


@ Sables’ tender skin—Just smooth 
on irritated places, especially where 
clothing rubs. 


@ Minor burns—lIt helps stop the hurt, 
and promotes quick healing. 


Get a jar today. 





e‘Vaseline’ Cream Hair Tonic for well- 
groomed hair that stays well groomed. 
VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the 
Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons'd 


eS 
Pp © Remember ‘Vaseline’ Hair Tonic and 
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FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
a ar OL... «0 ise.dlnndieinn wesien A Gaal wallen ws duane en dae li 


In a moment of weakness, Nancy Calhoun forgot her marriage vows to her GI 
husband overseas and fell for Grant’s smooth line. 


A mail-order correspondence brought romance to Beth, but just when she was 
going to marry Ralph, it seemed that a letter, too, would end her dreams. 


RES 50 68 05 13 ds Sasa indi dB edd tamenareRpaO ERNE AE ON 26 


When Chris Danton returned from Brazil to find his girl the No. 1 girl of the 
town’s top racketeer, he saw red and almost lost his job. 


When fear of motherhood made Vanessa give up woman’s most priceless pos- 
session, she learned it was too late for her to win back her husband’s love. 


DS Shs disségik eae diy dee Ree S ew dear make ee eee 36 
Gladys met Theo via telephone and when she saw him face to face, she felt it 
was the real thing, but she was due for a rude awakening. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
Should Wives Share Their Husbands?.................cccccccccccccccces 12 


Since women outnumber men, many who want love and affection take the atti- 
tude that they should share the available men—including husbands. 


PY ES i ee cccierdedecnesexene she eeeees By Toni Harper 20 


Kissing is one sure way to get into boy trouble, says young star who is too busy 
going to school and practicing singing to be bothered about romance. 


Con A Dope Addict Come Back? .. ..........cccccccevecs By Billie Holiday 32 
All her tife, singer has been trying to beat a rap of some kind. Now she faces 
the biggest rap of her life—trying to convince the public that she is off dope. 


HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 
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Cover By David Jackson 


TAN is published monthly by Johnson Publishing Co., Inc., 1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Illinois. New York 
offices at 55 West 42nd Street. Entered as second class matter at Post Office at Chicago, Ill., under the Act of March 3, 
1879. Entire contents copyright, 1953, by Johnson Publishing Co., Inc. Reproduction in whole or part prohibited without 
permission. All manuscripts submitted should be accompanied by self-addressed envelopes and return postage. The ee 

r ity for return of unsolicited manuscripts. Names of pe! ms or business firms in all stories 
are not actual and all names of hotos are of models who are not actually 





le, if of living persons, are purely coincidental. P' 








involved in any of the stories. SUBSCRIPTIONS: 1 year (12 issues) $3. 2 years (24 issues) $5. an- American 
countries $4 a year. Other foreign countries $5 a year. Single copies 25 cents each. Canada and Pan-America 30 cents. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 





By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

Nobody could have told me until 
a few months ago that you never forget 
your “first love.” But that was before 
my own first boy friend came back into 
my lifee When we were engaged, we 
kad a rugged time because he had more 
girl friends than he could count, and 
even though I had no real boy friends, 
he thought I was playing too. That was 
enough reason to cause arguments, and 
alot of misery for both of us. We broke 
up a week before we were to have been 
married and I never saw him again 
until just last month when he came to 
town again. 

Years have passed since the broken 
engagement and now I am married and 
have two children. I love my husband 
and my babies, but it is a calm love 
that is a lot different from what I felt 
for Andrew. I have seen Andy three or 
four times since he came back, and he 
wants me to leave my husband for him. 

In spite of myself, I know I cannot 
resist him for long if he stays arqund. 
I don’t ever want to be untrue to my 
husband, and won’t while I am with 
him, but should I make a break and try 
to find the passionate love I once lost? 
No man has ever made me care about 
him the way Andrew did, and sometimes 
I feel I have missed the deeply emo- 
tional part of life I knew with him. 

Doreen 
Dear Doreen: 

Nearly every man and woman in the 
world wonders at some time or other 
“should I have married someone else?” 
but they learn (Continued on Page 50) 









The NEW IPANA tastes better... 
cleans teeth and breath better... 
reduces decay better 


Famous IpanaTooth Paste now 
contains two new scientific 
cleansing, purifying agents! 


New improved Ipana gives you all the 
ingredients you need for effective mouth 
hygiene in a wonderfully refreshing, 
non-staining tooth paste. 

Ipana’s two new cleansing, purifying 
agents actually clean better than any 
single tooth paste ingredient known. 
They penetrate where even water cannot 
reach . . . to help keep your whole 
mouth cleaner, sweeter, healthier. 

New Ipana gives you all its remarkable 
benefits in a tooth paste that has a spar- 
kling new flavor .. . that bursts instantly 
into twice as much foam. 


New pleasanter way to combat 
bad breath and decay! 

You can stop mouth odor and reduce 

tooth decay far more effectively with 

this delicious new tooth paste. 





Because, thanks to its extra cleansing 
power, new Ipana not only stops mouth 
odor instantly, but stops it longer. 


KIDS LOVE THE NEW 
“SPARKLE-FRESH”’ FLAVOR! 





‘ ’ 
Toothbrushing can be a joy instead 
of a job—thanks to Ipana’s new, more 
refreshing flavor. 





And new Ipana removes more of the 
mouth acids which are a principal cause 
of cavities. Every time you use it you get 
better protection from tooth decay. 


Take care of your gums, too. Brush- 
ing teeth from gum margins towards 
biting edges with new Ipana helps re- 
move irritants that can lead to gum 
troubles. For teeth, breath, gums— use 
new Ipana. 














PROOF OF HOW WELL NEW IPANA 


——_——— 








Teeth 52% Cleaner. New Ipana 
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Tried famous ipana lately ? 
it’s now better than ever! 


Product of Bristol-Myers 
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**A camera tells more than a mirror 
about make-up. That’s why a model 
has to be sure of her looks. I owe 
that perfect Camera Close-Up Look to 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
I use this wonderful cream as my 
make-up base, always!” 











*N Beautify your complexion with 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
actually checks skin oiliness. 

Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
fter. Try it—have that perfect 

Camera Close-Up Look—today! 

For face powder that clings like 

mist—lipstick thot stays 


on and on—look for the 
name Black and White. 






























































\ young-in-heart 
kirt that circles your 
ps as though they 
weren't there and just to 
nake sure, hides them 
with huge pockets. 
srease-resistant rayon 
abardine. Brown, — 
avy, green. 
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Dept. 130-23 
599 Breadway, New York 12 

PREPAID. Enclose price plus .30 cents 

postage. You save C.0.D. charges. 


0.0. You pay price, plus postage and 
D. charges. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
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Letters To} 1 


TEEN-AGE LOVE STORIES cau 










I have read every issue of your remarkabhk pe 
magazine from the very first issue. I can ven “ 
well say that the magazine is interesting, jp 
telligent and very helpful in many ways. re 

Nevertheless, I would like to give a litt a 
suggestion. Why don’t you print more storig Th 
















about teen-age love affairs? 
Lizzie M. Richards a 
Columbus, S.¢§ ‘* 


any 
I have been a steady reader of your mx #" 
wonderful book and I have enjoyed it ven 
much. 
Could you please have some teen-age stories’ 
Delores Hort 


Compton, Californi: pe 
A WOMAN’S PLACE a 


I am a reader of TAN and in regards 
Mrs. Louis Armstrong’s story, “A Woman) pre 
Place Is Not In The Home,” I found it vey ® for 
interesting. As a Navy wife, I travel quite: pre 
lot with my husband—all over the state of F ove 


California and I am now living in Hawaii. [7 die 
do find the place for a wife is by her husband: § 20 
side to give him encouragement. thi 


Mrs. E. L. Daniels F hay 
Pearl City, Hawaii) the 


, . tal 
I am strictly a Louis Armstrong fan, and |) ¢o, 


immensely enjoyed reading every line of Mrs, 
Armstrong’s article in your November issue of 
TAN. I actually believe that if other couples 
in show business had ideas and motives similar 
to Mrs. A’s, there would be happier marriages) to. 
and fewer divorces. tin; 

One correction though, Mrs. Armstrong, if) _ ing 
you should happen to read my letter, since my it | 
original hometown is in Georgia, I'll give you we 


a little sane advice. Do not look for the tracks I 
if you should happen to make an appearance) ma 
in my home town—no service for you there. the 


Frances Baker of 


Springfield, Mass, esp 


In regards to Mrs. Louis Armstrong’s com- 
ments about the South in her story, she said 
that they could always find the Negro in the 
south by the railroad tracks. But that is not | 





so in all southern states. I am a southern girl ing 
and | should know. I have lived in the north- It 
ern states also. I like the south and what it ‘20 


stands for. I think it was very silly for the | 
lady to put that in her story. I hope she will ai 


come to Tampa sometimes and go sight-seeing. lh 
She will see that her statement was wrong. ee 
I wonder why people are down on the south. a 
There is Jim Crow in every city and state in ie 

the United States. d 
Modest Jackson the 

Tampa, Fla sr 


I don’t agree with Mrs. Louis Armstrong and ae 


her story “Woman’s Place Is Not In The H 
Home.” I don’t think she should put the idea * 
in other women’s heads. 





anc 


John R. Fountain = 
Tunnel Springs, Ala. “- 





ing 
MIXED ROMANCE “ 

I am a white girl of 16. I read TAN and 
enjoy it. I especially like “Letters to the Edi- 
tor.” 

I first came across an issue of the magazine B whi 
while working in a restaurant with a girl my lish 
own age and an older woman, both colored. * § wh 

I was born and reared in Georgia and just the 
recently moved to Florida. In the South, 4 and 
you know, Negroes are regarded lower tha the 
the whites. That is not my opinion. I have s 
worked with and known quite a few Negroes. | isst 
can honestly say that I liked them better than! Ye 
do some of my own race, although I do not agree a 

stor 





to mixed marriages. It is usually the childres 
who suffer. I know one girl in particular whom 
the colored would have nothing to do with be 
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The Editor 


cause she was white and the white people 
wouldn’t accept her either. There is no future 
for a girl like that. 

| know there are some men who would rather 
have a colored girl than a white one because 
they regard them as hot natured. They think 
they will say “ves” quicker than a white girl. 
This makes me see red. I think the kind of 
man that would take a colored girl on these 
terms is lower than a snake. In fact, I think 
any man who would take advantage of any 
girl is the lowest kind of person. 
Jean Sanner 
Jacksonville, Fla. 


I picked up a copy of TAN today and | 
wanted to let you know it is one of the finest 
magazines I have ever read. I am a white girl 
and find that I am falling in love with a col- 
ored fellow. 

All my life I have been brought up with 
prejudice against the Negro race, but I have 
found during my stay in the Army that being 
prejudiced is wrong and stupid. I have talked 
over how | felt with many of my colored bud- 
dies and they tell me to follow my heart. I am 
20 years old and have been married once, but 
this is the first time anything like this has ever 
happened to me. Is it possible to overcome 
the differences in our lives? Joe and I have 
talked this over many times and we just can’t 
come up with any answers. 

Name withheld by request 
Fort MacArthur, Calif. 


| am a white girl of eighteen, now married 
toa colored fellow for three weeks. I am writ- 
ting to let you know how much I enjoy read- 
ing TAN, although I have only started reading 
it since I met my husband, which was just a 
week before our marriage. 

I especially like your stories about mixed 
marriages, because I see nothing wrong with 
them. My husband and I don’t let the stares 
of both colored and white people bother us. 
especially at dances. 

Mrs. “DD.” J. 


San Pablo, Calif. 


KOREA GI’s WANT MAIL 


I’m a GI who is in Korea, and enjoy read- 
ing your magazine. That is when I get one. 
I think it has done a wonderful job for our 
race. 

I want to bring to your attention the feelings 
of some of our boys over here in Korea. Since 
Ihave been here, I have seen a lot of good 
men change, because of grief and worry. Most 
of them feel as I do toward the people at 
home. 

Mail from home plays an important part in 
the life of every serviceman overseas. It is a 
hard job trying to conquer the enemy and 
worry about home too. 

I'll leave the question up to your readers. 
How would you like to be away from home 
and never receive a letter. Just think of your 
loved ones, father, sweetheart, sons, brothers 
and hushands that are over here. Are you be- 
ing fair to them? Try to write to them more 
often because we GI’s need mail. 

Pfc. Lawrence Reynolds 
c/o PM San Francisco, Calif. 


[ am writing to you from Korea to tell you 
what a great magazine you have heen pub- 
lishing. We seldom get TAN over here, but 
when we do, “Oh Brother,” we really enjoy 
them. So please for the thousands of Negroes 
and the whites that like to read them, keep 
them coming. 

_ [have just finished reading your September 
issue. It was really great, especially the story 

You Are Not the Father.” I am not a married 
man myself, but I really love to read love 
stories, 

Cpl. James L. Doss 
Koje-do, Korea 






It takes just a few accents of 


Maybelline Mascara, Eyebrow 
Pencil and Shadow to make your 
eyes more beautiful. Instantly they 
give your face more life and expres- 
sion. So, of course, when your eyes 
look lovelier, you look lovelier, too. 
Try it—you'll see! 





PREFERRED BY SMART WOMEN THE WORLD OVER 


MASCARA # EYE SHADOW * EYEBROW PENCIL 











Don’t be 
HALF-SAFE 








New Cream Deodorant Proved 
537% MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRY and ODORLESS 


Doctors know this new Cream 
Deodorant, used daily, does MORE. 
Be sure your person and your clothes are safe 
from underarm perspiration stains and odor. 
To be effective, doctors know your deodorant 
must keep underarms dry and odorless, save 
your clothes from stains. Tests prove Arrid 
Cream Deodorant,used daily, protects 5 ways: 
1. Prevents the appearance of under- 
arm perspiration, keeps underarms dry. 

2. Removes odor from perspiration in- 
stantly, surely on contact. Keeps underarms 
sweet by antiseptic action. 

3. 53% more security! Doctors prove 


Arrid, used daily, is 114 times as effective 
as any other leading deodorant! 

4. Safe for clothes. Does not rot dresses 
or men’s shirts. Safe for finest fabrics. 

5. A pure, white, stainless vanishing 
cream. Preferred by 117,000 
nurses. Arrid contains Cream- 
ogen, won’t dry out in jar. 










NEW Figure Mold 
HIDE -A- WAIST 
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ADJUSTABLE T 
TAILOR-MADE FIT 
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17 Sectional 
Features . 

Ss treamline 
Waistline . 
Adjustable... 
Washable — 
made of Leno 
Lastex, satin- 
faced rayon. 
Fully guaran- 
teed. Liaht- 
weight Sizes 


798 
a 2 4 


Say “goodbye” to clumsy waist line! Hide-A- 
Waist automatically shapes your figure to a new 
loveliness, Banishes unwanted bulges—gives 
you the narrow youthful waist newest styles de- 
mand. You've never had such graceful, alluring 
curves—such freedom and style in anything 
you've worn. 4 extra-length detachable and ad- 
justable garters complete Hide-A-Waist. 


meee ay TRtAL FREE! 


Order today. Wear it 10 days FREE. If not de- 
lighted, return for refund. Sizes 24 to 34, $2.98. 
Sizes 35 and over, $3. 50c extra for the 4 
extra-length detachable and adjustable garters.) 
rs Wegmer Ce., 767 , 
| $38 Sroadway, How York'S, W. ¥. t 
i" ush my new HIDE-A-WAIST three-in-one at once. | 
if | am not thriitingly satisfied | will return it after 
19-day FREE trial fer prompt refund of full pur- ! 
i chase pr 
...... (waist size in inches). 


Size 

ates cond. oe extra-length detachable 
{= wstable garters at enly S@c fer set of four. | 
OS ‘sone c.0.0. ‘ol pay postman on delivery plus g 


t its postage. 
| 2 Mvnctose payment. The S.J. Wegman Co. will 4 
pay postage. 






















































—- is a great month for giv- 

ing intimate little parties and dances, 
or even large-scale social affairs where 
strangers meet and form the new friend- 
ships and attachments which may lead 
to romance and marriage. Indeed, when 
everything is considered, February is 
entitled to be called the year’s most 
“romantic” month. 

Everything about planetary relation- 
ships during this month is favorable to 
love and amity. Uranus and Neptune, 
two planets which encourage romance, 
share the government of the Zodiac dur- 
ing this period. Uranus rules over the 
zodiacal sign Aquarius up to the 19th, 
and Neptune, ruler of Fisces, is power- 
ful from the 20th to the end of the 
month. 

People born Uranus-ruled 
Aquarius exuberate a powerful person- 
al magnetism, and their presence is no- 
ticed the instant they appear in any 
place, or join any group, even if they 
have little to say. They rarely remain 
quiet, however, for more than a few 
seconds. They have an innate, ability to 
make friends immediately, and to be- 
come acquainted with others without 
being formal or stiff about it. 

Traditionally, June leads all other 
months in its total of marriages, yet 
October and not June is nature’s ap- 
pointed time for unions. But, it is Feb- 
ruary with its tempestuous romantic in- 
ducements that bring results in love 
and marriage. Of course, there will be 
weddings in February—some of them 
the result of a breath-taking, love-at- 
first-sight affair or an impatient engage- 
ment. The majority of love affairs which 
begin this month will culminate in June 
or later in the year. Some February 
weddings will be the outcome of attach- 
ments formed in prior months by con- 
servative people. 

As proof of the romantic feeling 
which is prevalent in February, con- 
sider St. Valentine’s Day, a day afford- 
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ing everyone a chance to express love 


STARS AND NUMBERS 





YOUR 






and affection in a meaningful way. 
The planet Venus, ever related to love 
and beauty, travels through the fiery 
and impulsive sign, Aries, during Febru. 
ary, and gives impetus to romantic in. 
clinations. We can look forward to some 
intense and ardent love-making when an 


enthusiastic young swain sets out to con- 
vey his feelings toward an admired 
young woman. She would do well to 
take his attentions good-naturedly, and / 
not become touchy or offended should 
she find herself the object of such at. 
tention. Mars, planet of passion, will 
also be in Aries, from the eighth on- 
ward, bringing additional hearts-and- 
flowers thoughts to the minds of the | 
young. 

Persons whose birthdays occur under 
Aries, Gemini, Leo, Libra, Sagittarius 
and Aquarius are due to feel the roman- 
tic rays of Venus, plus the passionate 
excitement of Mars, this month. This 
may cause Libra birthdays to have prob- 
lems aplenty when it comes to making 
decisions. Birthdays under Taurus, Can- 
cer, Virgo, Scorpio, Capricorn and 
Pisces are under the friendly rays of 
Jupiter and romantic Uranus. The high 
tide of romance is scheduled by the full 
moon of the 28th, which continues until 
March 1. 

Harmonious 
which favor engagements and marriages 
are to be felt on the 4th, 8th, 9th, 12th, 
14th, 19th and 22nd. The number 9 
rises to the fore in February. Other 
number combinations are 3, 6, and 9, 
1, 4, and 6; 4, 6, and 8. It is suggested 
that daring colors be employed to 
brighten this month, colors like Tartan 
mixtures, blends of yellow and red. 
Ideal gems are topaz, diamonds and 


planetary vibrations 


agate. 

February presents the following se- 
lected dates favoring the conduct of mat- 
ters of importance: 

Aries—l, 4, 8, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 16, 
17, 19, 21, 25, 26. 

Taurus—4, (Continued on Page 71) 
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By James Goodrich 


INAH WASHINGTON is the one 
blues singer in the U. S. today 
whose records have solid appeal to jazz- 
ophiles of all idioms—Dixie, swing and 
bop. The other recognized blues chanters 
usually can find favor for their products 
only in the restricted rhythm and blues 
market. 

There are perhaps two important rea- 
sons for Dinah’s far-reaching success on 
wax: 1) she rates as the “greatest blues 
voice since Bessie Smith,” the peerless 
exponent of the folk art, and 2) she 
does not limit her recordings to blues 
but, instead, waxes a wide variety of 
tunes. The list of her recordings ranges 
from earthy and classy blues to standard 
and pop ditties. 

Dinah is probably best known as a 
singer of blues tunes with bold lyrics 
and barrel-house titles like her waxings 
of Double Dealing Daddy, Long John 
Blues and Pillow Blues. But she scores 
well with just about any of her efforts 
on recordings. Among her most popu- 
lar sides to date are several ballad in- 
terpretations, including Time Out for 
Tears, Mixed Emotions, Tell Me Why, 
Wheel of Fortune, I Apologize and Just 
One More Chance—all on the Mercury 
label. Her most recent release is a 
coupling of the old blues favorite, 
Stormy Weather, and a newie, Make Be- 
lieve Dream. Both get the familiar 
Dinah Washington treatment. 

Dinah’s style on recordings is unmis- 
takably distinct. She seems to shout her 
lyrics with excess emotions, yet they 
generally come off as controlled and 
listenable (Continued on Page 78) 
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Style #70 $2150 
FULL CAP WIG 


mixeo Gray *245° 


Beautifully styled with 
luscious circles of curls 
on a full net foundation. 
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Style #48 $495 
BANG TAILS 





$2750 


POODLE WIG 
A ‘‘new'’ more glom- 


orous you, the moment 
you wear this beauti- 
fully styled transformo- 
tion. 
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BUTTERFLY 
CLUSTER 


Fashion's newest, smart- 
est style. 


Style + 1 2 $1 195 
ALL OVER 
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with POMP 
Covers complete head 
. flows to shoulder 
page. 
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Style #60 $575 3 
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Style HE 36A $395 
MEDIUM 

Style 36B $598 
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Style +47 $325 
PONY TAIL 


Style + 44 $6%° 
BACK CLUSTER 
: of CURLS 
Daytime or Evening 
weor . . . this style 
becomes you. 
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CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 
2 Beover St. Dept. TC-52 
Nework 2, N. J. 
C) $1.00 deposit enclosed. Will pay balance C.O.D. 
CHECK plus small postal charges. 

[) Please rush the following C.O.D. Will pay postman 
HAIR plus smol!l postal charges. 
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OVER SI MILLION PACKAGES SOLD 


If you suffer itchy, 
misery of blackheads, 
acne, eczema, simple 
ringworm, get and 
use Black and White 
Ointment today. 25c, 
60c, 85c. Also use 
Black and White Soap. 


BLACK 4x0 WHITE 


OINTMENT 
















Have alluring curves instead of sagging, heavy wid 
bust. Magic laced midriff adjusts to mold your figure. 
Enjoy sweet sixteen separation and firmness. 
LOOK SLIMMER — YOUNGER — MORE ATTRACTIVE 
1. Special design control cups, for maximum support 
for youthful separation, chafe proof seams. 

2. Exclusive, adjustable, midriff gives 
custom-made fit. Does away with 
unsightly ‘‘tires,”’ without bindi 
and discomforts. Super pre shruni 


loth. 
3. V-shaped, elasticized 
breathe with you. 
Sizes 34-52 Cups 8, C, D $2.98. 


a =—FREE 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 
The S$. 5. Wegmen Co., Dept..N-27 

| 636 Breedway, New York 3, N. Y. 

| Send my “NU-YUTH” Bra by return mail. If | 

j am not 100% delighted I'll send it back in 10 

' 

i 


inserts 


days for full purchase price refund. 


How many? . ; (2 for $5.85) ; 
Bust size Cup size ‘ 

! 7 Send C.O.D. I'li pay postman $2.98 plus postage. ! 
i [| enclose $2.98. You pay postage. { 
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TEEN 
TALK 


OR YEARS, NOW, the Old Folks 

have been beating their gums in 
righteous indignation about the little 
Orphan Annies of this world in a fran- 
tic effort to erase the stigma that hounds 
the deserted kid. Adoptive and foster 
children are coming in for their fair 
share of public approval from a social- 
conscious citizenry. There are even or- 
ganizations devoted to uplifting the 
name of the long suffering mother-in- 
law, but nobody, positively nobody, 
wags a tongue or waves a banner in 
behalf of the liberated stepchild. 

Poor little Cinderella is still swaddled 
in rags, still sweeping up the firehearth 
while her heartless half-sisters give her 
the well-known boot. The mean old step- 
mother is still treating the sweet little 
waif like a scullery maid. Cut! 

You and I know ’tain’t necessarily so. 
We know that in this agency-ridden day, 
nobody could get away with ill treating 
a stepchild. Yet, the old antagonisms 
and prejudices against step-parents re- 
main. 

When Clarabelle’s mother died and 
her still young, still handsome father 
periodically threatened to end his lonely 
hours by taking unto himself a likely 
bride, daughter raised the roof. Nobody 
was going to take the place of her dear 
mother. Nobody was going to come into 
their home and desecrate the thing her 
mother loved. Little Clarabelle could see 
nothing but evil in any female who dared 
to darken their motherless door. 

Clarabelle was following the pattern. 
She was cutting the mustard, but good. 
And when Papa finally did decide that 
he, too, had a life to live and that he had 
found a good woman who was willing to 
make a new home for him and his off- 
spring, young Clarabelle pitched a dilly. 

At first the young lady threatened to 
No one got unduly excited 





run away. 
about it, so she decided to stay on and 
make things just as uncomfortable for 
Mr. Lee’s second wife as she could. And 
that Clarabelle really could. 
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By Jane Walters 


For two years there were three very 
unhappy people in the Lee household. 
Then Clarabelle took sick. Refusing to 
wear her rubbers just to spite Step- 
mother, she caught a dreadful cold. Re- 
fusing to stay indoors and take her 
medicine, she got steadily worse. For 
three long months Clarabelle lay flat on 
her back, so full of fever that she could 
not even feed herself. 

It was during those three months, 
heartsore and helpless, that little Miss 
Lee got acquainted with that woman her 
father had married. You do a lot of 
thinking when there is nothing else to 
do. And even a stubborn, selfish girl 
like Clarabelle couldn’t go on hating the 
best friend she had. 

In the spring, by the time the lilacs 
along the front walk were in full blos- 
som, Clarabelle began to improve in 
heart as well as body. By spring she 
and Emma were like two sisters. The 
stepmother’s youth which the girl had 
once so strongly resented, now bound 
them close together. To Clarabelle’s 
surprise, Emma loved music too, and 
she had spent a delightful year studying 
in Paris—the one place Clarabelle had 
always dreamed of living. But best of 
all, Emma had loved the little Lee girl 
all along, horns, claws and all. 

So listen, you little punks and pump- 
kins who are laying down the law to a 
father or a mother who threatens to 
remarry, and all of you teen-age hellions 
who are making it hot for the stranger 
in your house—don’t stay a heel. 

A step-parent who is willing to accept 
you should maybe have their head ex- 
For a stepfather, you are an 
for your 


amined! 

companionpiece 
For a stepmother you are a 
care and a responsibility. For either 
of them, you are that extra something 
that is a link to the past and a potential 
hazard to their future happiness. When 
they willingly include you in the mar- 


expensive 
mother. 


riage contract, (Continued on Page 66) 
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Style No. 814 
Style No. 824 


Sizes: 9-17 

10-20 10% 
Sizes: 40-48 
20% -28% 11.98 









































~—MAGIC MIDDY. This 
suit will put you in shape for 
office-and-after fun, no 
matter your size. Winged 
collar and cuffs, flirtatious 
taffeta scarf. 


Style No. 814 — Crisp checks 
in rayon menswear suiting. 
Black, navy, brown. 


Style No. 824 — Same suit 
in solid colors of fine rayon 
menswear suiting. Navy, 
beige, aqua, grey. 


Skylark Originals = “s. 


5S Union Square—New York 3, N. Y. . 
O PREPAID ORDER. I enclose price of gar- 
ment plus 20¢ to cover postage and handling. 
0 C.O.D. ORDER. I will pay postman 
price of garment plus postage and C.O.D.charges. 


ad 


I may return garment in 10 days if not satisfied. 
Style No. Size |1st Color Choicepnd Color Choice 
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SHOULD WIVES SHARE 
TWEI 


' 
“No need to go... so early,” she 
said in a barely audible voice. “Sue 
has gone to Baltimore for the week- 


end.” 
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USBANDS: 


Since women outnumber men, many who want love and 
affection take the attitude that they should share the avail- 


able men—including husbands. 


That’s why Selma had 


no qualms about sharing Randy with her cousin Mary. 


* LIKE looking through the wrong 

end of a telescope. That was my first 
thought after reading the very interest- 
ing TAN feature called, “Should Hus- 
bands Share Their Wives?” 
saying that the woman who wrote the 
article didn’t have a legitimate problem 
and one that forced her to change her 
whole outlook on life and marriage. But 
I think there is a far more common 
problem—namely, that of the thousands 


I’m not 


of women in our cities and towns who 
are without men. 

Have you ever watched the Saturday 
For 


every couple you see strolling arm in 


night crowds on Times Square? 


arm, there are half a dozen groups of 
girls—two, three, even more—out for a 
man-less evening. I’ve even been to 
parties where the women outnumbered 
men so greatly that they danced with 
each other. Perfectly normal females, 
who are just victims of the desperate 
shortage of men. 

Just for fun, I looked up a few statis- 
tics. I learned that, although for every 
100 girls born there are as many as 105 
boys born, the women in this country 
outnumber us men. I also learned that 
there are in the U. S. nearly 8,000,000 
unmarried women between the ages of 
18 and 44. 

Simple mathematics will show that, 
after the Army and bachelorhood take 
their quota of the dwindling number of 
males, there just aren’t enough of us to 
go around. A lot of those eight million 
unattached females are bound to be dis- 
appointed. 

I’ve noticed a lot of articles in popular 
magazines telling bachelor girls “how to 
win a man.” But what good are such 
matrimonial campaign plans when all 
the best men are either determined to 


remain single and take advantage of 
their scarcity by playing the field, or 
are already married? 

My own story I believe—is just one 
of the many life dramas taking place 
all over the country today. It seems 
there is much to the argument that wom- 
en who want love and affection must 
share the available men—and that in- 
cludes husbands. 

I heard about the man shortage in 
New York while I was still in Hudson- 
ville. I really didn’t want to leave, but 
Mary, the girl I’d been in love with 
since high school, made me see that the 
sooner I earned enough money to buy 
the house we had our eyes on, the 
sooner we could be together. 

At first I insisted that she come with 
me, but a small town teacher hasn’t 
much chance getting a vacancy in a big 
city school, she told me. So we agreed 
that she would stay in Hudsonville and 
continue to teach. The company I 
worked for had offered me a higher pay- 
ing job in its main plant in Brooklyn. 

“It’s hard to imagine a sugar refinery 
in a big city like that,” Mary said one 
night, shortly before I was due to leave. 

“I guess it is, honey,” I said, “but 
Brooklyn is one of the biggest sugar- 
producing centers in the country. I'll 
have a better job and more money, but 
it won’t mean a thing to me without 
you there.” 

Mary pressed my hand against her 
cheek. “That’s sweet of you, Randy. If 
it weren’t so important to our future, I 
wouldn’t think of letting you go.” 

The smile she gave me was a perfect 
excuse for a kiss. “Gonna miss me?” 
I asked. 

“What do you think?” She relaxed 


in my arms (Continued on Page 63) 


























Sizes: 9-17, 10-20 
998 
Sizes: 38-46 


10.98 | 





You'll feel good when you're 
resting or playing, look good 
when you're entertaining. 
The shirt is made like a 
California “Cooler,” with an 
on-the-slant zipper and 
tightly cuffed sleeves. 
Checked menswear rayon 
suiting. Navy, black, cocoa. 


Dept. 130-23 
599 Broadway, New York 12 


(1 PREPAID. Enclose price plus 30 cents 
for postage. You save C.0.D. charges. 
C.0.D. You pay price, plus postage and 
.0.D. charges. 
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ANN PINKHAM 
BOOKLET 
explains the intimate 
pa mysteries of female 
ae system...reports doctors’ 
findings about how you may 


STOP MONTHLY CRAMPS 


-»-even on the First Day! 


Regularly priced at 25¢... but easily worth $1. 
Under limited “first edition” offer, new 24-pg. 
(over 5000 word) booklet—fully illustrated in 
olor — yours absolutely free! Tells why you 
menstruate, explains physiology of process. 
Why do you call it “the curse”? How about 
regularity—cramps—“change of life”? Scores 
»f other questions answered authoritatively. 
New! Easy-to-take Tablets! 
Learn, foo, how taking Lydia Pinkham’s Com- 
* »und or Tablets gave complete or striking re- 
ief of functional cramps and other “monthly” 
listressés in 3 out of 4 cases in doctors’ tests— 
even on first, worst day of period! That’s 
because of Pinkham’s soothing effect on 
source of the pain. Modern in action, you'll 
welcome new Lydia Pinkham Tablets with 
added iron ...so convenient, easy to take! 
To get a FREE copy of A Woman's Guide to 
Health, fill out and mail to ANN PINKHAM, 





63 Cleveland St., Lynn, Mass. Mailed in plain 
envelope (not sent to children). 

Name 

Address __ 








Offer good only until March 6, 1953 








Ladies—here’s your chance to get 
beautiful dresses without paying a 
single penny! And make up to 
$100 in a month wearing and 
showing them to your friends. 
Take your choice of 150 glorious 
models, given to you as a bonus. 
No obligation—no canvassing—no 
experience. It’s our way of ad- 
vertising our unbeatable styles. 
Everything sent without cost. 

Rush name, address and dress 

size on postcard. But hurry! 
This new pe ~ ‘SO popu- 


lar, 
FASHION FROCKS, INC. 
Dept. -2114, Cincinnati 25, O. 
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LANE BRYANT 
Maternity clothes are new 
Fifth Avenue styles that 
keep you smart throughout 
pregnancy. Adjust y to 
your changing figure. 

@ Misses’ Sizes 10 to 20 

@ Junior Sizes 9 tol17 

@ Women's Sizes 36 to 44 
Dresses from $2.98 up; also 

supporters, undies. Pitt the need 

for Baby, too. ‘2 

Mail coupon me, your REE 

Style Book in plain wrapper. 
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By Helen Sides 


6 RIFLES LIGHT as air are, to the 
jealous, confirmation strong as 
proofs of Holy Writ,’ wrote Shake- 
speare. Truly there is no passion more 
base than jealousy, and a study of char- 
acter by the use of handwriting analysis 
would be incomplete without a discus- 
sion of it. Because of the stain and dis- 
grace which jealousy carries, we do not 
wish to acknowledge it, and we are 
ashamed when it appears in our atti- 
tudes and seek to hide it. 
Jealousy is not easily recognized, be- 
cause it appears in different forms. 


that wy 


9) os soloed) my readhry foliore 
Got alras, 
Fig. 2 

Sometimes it is difficult to distinguish 
between it and envy, for they often are 
blended together. The most valid dis- 
tinction seems to be that jealousy is al- 
ways personal. The envious man desires 
some good which another possesses; the 
jealous man suspects another of seeking 
to deprive him of some good that he al- 
ready possesses. 

It has been said that jealousy is love. 
That is not so, for although jealousy may 
be the by-product of love, as ashes are 
of fire, jealousy also extinguishes love, 
as ashes smother the flame. Jealousy 
may exist without love, and this is fre- 
quently the case, for jealousy can feed 
on that which is bitter as well as on that 
which is sweet. It is sustained by fool- 
ish pride as often as by affection. 

There are different kinds and degrees 
of jealousy, too. Were jealousy always 
to make its appearance in its ordinary 
form of detraction, it would be relatively 
harmless. But it is surprising how many 
different masks it can assume. Some- 
times, it appears in the character of in- 
justice; sometimes it takes the form of 
rudeness and discourtesy ; occasionally a 
bitter or sarcastic way of speaking. At 
other times, it borrows the garb of vir- 


Fig. 1 


tue, and shows itself under what might 
be mistaken for humility or sincerity. 

Whenever a specimen of handwriting 
reveals a love of possession and feelings 
of selfishness, we can expect to find a 
jealous person. The intensity of the 
writer’s emotion is shown by the degree 
of slant and pressure. Exaggerated ideas 
are shown by longer loops above the 
line than below it, rapid writing, high 
placed dots and flying “t” bars. 
Selfishness is another trait that produces 
jealousy. It is shown by an absence of 
forward-flowing end strokes. 

In Figure 1, for example, the writer 
is shown to be a person who loses all 
control when thwarted, becoming sud- 
denly aroused. He will strike out defi- 
antly to destroy or injure the thing most 
wanted. The writer is very impression- 
able and sensitive. He has an uncon- 
trollable temper. 

The person who wrote the specimen 
in Figure 2 possesses a form of jealousy 
that gradually builds up. Plagued by 
hatred, he will purposely attempt re- 
venge again and again over a long pe- 
riod of time. Persons like him suppress 
their emotions, and carry hurt feelings 
for a long time. 

Jealousy is one of the most prevalent 
and most malevolent forces at work in 
the world today to set man against man 
and nation against nation. It causes a 
notoriously wide assortment of evils, 
ranging from petty back-biting in club 
meetings to wholesale wars. Yet, it is 
an evil which can be eradicated if men 
are willing to re-examine their motives 
and change their ways. The best ad- 
justed people are those who know they 
can’t have everything. 

The individual who is trying to be 
well-balanced will sincerely attempt to 
discipline his passions and not allow 
them to master him. 

When you recognize that you are the 
cause of all good or bad that you have 
experienced, and channel your thoughts 
and efforts constructively, then will you 
begin to be in harmony with life and 
with those around you. 
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In a moment of weakness, 

Nancy Calhoun forgot her 

marriage vows to her GI hus- 
band overseas. 


| he NOT the only woman who ever 
cheated on her husband, but that 
didn’t make me feel any better about it 
when Mrs. Nelson walked in on Grant 
and me that night. It was a sordid scene 
and I felt cheap and unclean long after 
it was over. 

All along, I'd tried to tell myself that 
it was just loneliness that made me go 
out with Grant Hill in the first place. 
Surely, a girl had a right to a little fun 
even if her husband was over in Ger- 
many and she was trying hard to keep 
up a home for him to come back to. I 
told myself that Grant understood how 
much I loved my husband, Joe, and that 
I'd made it perfectly plain to him that 
































i'd never do anything that Joe might 
lisapprove of. 

Yet, there I was locked in a mad em- 
brace with another man; guiltily jump- 
ing apart at the sound of the door open- 
ing; sheepishly trying to make explana- 
tions to a grim-faced Mrs. Nelson. 

‘It’s a telegram for Marcia,” Mrs. 
Nelson said, not looking at Grant. 

He grunted and reached for his drink 
on the floor beside the sofa. The word- 
less sound said plainly that even a tele- 
gram was no excuse for walking in un- 
announced. 

““Marcia’s not in, Mrs. Nelson,” I said 
quickly. 








could I forget the night I had lain in 
another’s arms, felt his kisses on my 
lips, listened to his whispered words? 

Yes, I remembered that night. And I 
remembered other things, too. I re- 
membered the day that I first met Mrs. 
Nelson; the day Joe took me out to look 
at the house. . . . 


[' WAS one of those duplex two-fam- 
ily houses, located in a once-fash- 
ionable neighborhood. One side was 
vacant and from the lace curtains 
at the windows of the other side, and 
the old-fashioned rocker on the front 
porch, you could tell that whoever lived 


Naney thought that it was all right to play around— 

just once—but when she found herself becoming 

more involved, it took a rude shock to restore her to 
her senses. 


“I know. But it came a couple of 
hours ago and I thought it might be im- 
portant. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have 
dreamed of disturbing you, my dear.” 

| took the yellow envelope and stood 
there trying to think of something to 
say. Finally, I said to Grant, “This is 
Mrs. Nelson, Grant. She’s my next door 
neighbor and is kind enough to look in 
yn me every now and then.” I felt I 
had to say more. 

“Mrs. Nelson, I’d like you to meet 
Mr. Hill. He—we went out to dinner 
tonight.” 

She folded her arms and threw Grant 
2 cold look. “I’ll be going now, Nancy,” 

he said stiffly. “Sorry, I disturbed 
ou.” 

[hen she was gone. In stunned si- 
lence | went to the sofa and sat down. 
Grant handed me my half-finished drink. 

Here. You need it,” he urged. “Do 
ou think the old busybody will shoot 
her mouth off?” 

| pushed away the glass he held. I 
lidn’t need anything that would befud- 
lle my brain any further. I had to 
think; figure things out. “Aw, come on, 
baby!” Grant scolded. “You're not go- 
ng to let something like this spoil things, 
ire you?” He smiled disarmingly. “Re- 
member last week?” 

[ shivered as if a chill wind had 
blown across my heart. How could I 
forget how | had made a mockery of the 
vows I had made to my husband? How 
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there had probably been there since the 
day the house was built. 

The sight of it left me sort of speech- 
less. When you’re 18 you're more in- 
terested in clothes and a good time than 
in houses. “There it is, darling—our 
new home!” Joe announced, and he 
looked so proud I couldn’t tell him what 
I was really thinking. 

He grabbed my arm and led me up 
the steps. As he fumbled for the key, 
a little bird of a woman popped onto the 
porch from next door. “I knew you'd 
come back,” she said triumphantly. 
“You know a good thing when you see 
it, young man.” She turned to me. 
“And you're Mrs. Calhoun. My! What 
a charming little wife!” 

I resented the way both she and Joe 
seemed to take my wholehearted ap- 
proval for granted. And I was hurt by 
the way Joe had gone ahead and made 
final arrangements for buying the house 
without the two of us really getting to- 
gether and talking the whole thing over. 

Critical words rose to my lips, but 
Joe’s enthusiasm gushed out in a long 
list of plans and I didn’t have the heart 
to spoil it for him. 

I forced a smile. “Joe will love tinker- 
ing around,” | said to Mrs. Nelson. 

She trailed us as Joe ushered me 
through the rambling structure. Just a 
glance was enough to see that, even if 
we got it looking halfway decent, it 








would take a mountain of housework 
to keep it looking nice. Ruefully, | 
wondered what I’d tell my friends after 
bragging so much about the modern 
apartment Joe and I would have. 

Finally the tour of inspection was 
over and we returned to the furnished 
room we had. Joe got out a pad and 
pencil and started figuring. “What about 
furniture, Joe?” I asked. 

“I’ve thought about that, honey,” he 
replied with a slight frown. “I guess 
we'll have to pick up a piece here and 
a piece there. The GI loan will take 
care of the house,” he added quickly, 
“but we can’t afford to go into debt for 
furniture. Maybe we'll have to rough 
it for a while, darling. But we’ve got 
each other and we’ve got a home of our 
own.” 

His eyes were so full of dreams and 
shining with so much love I went over 
to him and cradled his head against my 
breast. “I love you so much, Nancy!” 
he whispered fiercely. “Maybe I was 
taking a lot for granted by going ahead 
without consulting you, but the house is 
for you, darling.” 

He could have told me he was buy- 
ing the Brooklyn Bridge and it wouldn’t 
have mattered at that moment. What 
Joe wanted, I wanted; and most of all 
I wanted Joe. 

Three months later, we moved into 
our house, taking with us a. radio, a 
bookcase Joe had made, some books and 
a folding bridge table and chairs. | 
carried in some linen and bedding I’d 
gotten at showers. We put our pitifully 
few furnishings down in the center of 
the living room and stood with our arms 
around each other surveying our home. 
“All yours, Mrs. Calhoun,” Joe mur- 
mured happily. 

We were standing there like that when 
Mrs. Nelson tapped on the door and 
walked right in. “Oh . . .” she said as 
we pulled apart. “I just ran over to see 
how you two were making out. I’ve got 
an old bed and dresser up in the attic 
that might be just the thing for a young 


couple just starting out. If you want 


them. . . .” 

“Want them? Just lead me to them!” 
Joe exclaimed. 

The bed and dresser were as old- 
fashioned as the house, but Joe proudly 
installed them in our bedroom. He put 
the radio and the bookcase in the living 
room. From (Continued on Page 67) 
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ce cream soda with Homer Green, 16, one of the many. school boys with whom she enjoys wholesome, teen-age fun. 
ts seen often with Homer, who is on the cross-country track team, she says that she hus no special boy friend yet. 
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Although she’s not old enough yet to think about love, Toni is flat- 
tered by attention, lets Homer carry her school books. While she 
sings songs about loving, they do not mean a thing to her, she says. 


~~ 


While her mother spins one of Toni’s many hit records, the 
young star sings along with it. Teni rehearses seriously and is 
studying voice five hours a week under professional tutor. 


Kissing is one sure way to get into boy trouble, says child star who is too busy going to school 
and practicing singing to be bothered about romance. 


— 15, and, I suppose, normal for a 
girl my age. I like to have fun, go 
| to parties and have dates with boys. But 
| unlike many teen-age girls today, I’ve 
never been kissed—by a fellow, that is. 

Sound crazy? Me, the Los Angeles kid 
who makes a comfortable living singing 
| love ballads and swinging hot jazz num- 
bers does not even know what it’s all 
about? Odd though it may seem, it is 
true. And although I am a big girl now, 
with a big-girl voice, singing big-girl 
| songs, I know that really I’m still just a 
‘young girl. Those songs about love and 
devotion don’t apply to me, personally. 
I sing them and put into them all I’ve 
got, but words about loving and kissing 
don’t mean a thing to me, really. 

To me a kiss is one sure way to get 
into boy trouble, and keeping out of that 
kind of trouble at my age is very, very 
important to me. Unlike most girls of 
15, I have a professional career as a 
singer to protect. Also, I want nothing 


whatever to spoil my reputation as a 
good girl in the community in which I 
live and at the high school I attend. 
Anything that I might do wrong, any 
trouble that I might get into with a boy, 
would disgrace my family, my mother, 
father and brother. I could never stand 
to hurt them and I hope that I shall never 
bring shame to the name of Toni Harper. 
Boys are no special problem for me. 
I’m not old enough yet to think about 
love, so I do not take them seriously. 
I’ll have plenty of time for that, when 
I am a few years older and much more 
mature. At 15 a girl can’t take care of 
herself well enough to handle all the sit- 
uations that might arise between herself 
and a fellow, and she should not try. 
Right now, I’m too busy going to 
school and practicing to improve my 
voice to be too bothered about boys. 
That does not mean that I am completely 
indifferent to a handsome hunk of young 
manhood, or that I am not fussed and 


flattered when the school hero pays me 
a compliment or prefers my company to 
that of the other girls in my class. 

I like the boys. I intend to marry one 
some day. But right now I know that if 
a girl my age plays around with them, 
she can get herself in dutch if she is not 
careful. 

I don’t take boys serious enough to 
have a special preference among them. 
It’s too early in my life for that. The 
boys I date, though, must be clean-cut 
and have strong character. 

A girl of 15 is just beginning to blos- 
som into womanhood and to be noticed 
by the opposite sex. At that age she is 
entering the most dangerous period in 
her life, and she must be smart, plenty 
smart, if she wants to come through it 
unharmed. 

I know this sounds stuffy and old fash- 
ioned, like something straight out of the 
18th Century, but I don’t go along with 
the crowd that believes that a young girl 
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dangerous 


for 
a 
young 
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smooch to be popular with the 
Neither do I think she should let 
influence her to drink and smoke. 
<now that some girls start dating 
e they reach their teens and I know 
here are girls who are married and 
others by the time they have 
ed 15. I also know that there are 
»f 15 and younger who are moth- 
id unmarried. Many at that age 
cked up in reformatories, too. 
me old enough to understand any- 
at all about life has heard about 


setting-up exercises in 
iving room help to keep 
When she is not in school, 
usually at home studying. 


the awful things that can and do happen 
to teen-age girls who are allowed to run 
wild because they have no one at home 
that cares enough about them to know 
where they go or what they do. When 
these girls get into serious trouble they 
are forced to leave school before grad- 
uating and are cheated out of the edu- 
cation they should have to make them 
successful wives or to guarantee them 
good jobs. 

Other girls get trapped in nasty sex 
club scandals like those we read about 
so often in the newspapers. If they had 
not begun by letting boys kiss and pet, 
they would never have gotten themselves 
into trouble in the first place. 

Some may sneer at girls like myself 
and call us infants and squares, but | 
would rather be a square and laughed at 
than to be called regular and whispered 
about. And I would much rather be 
called a mama’s girl than a spoiled show- 
business brat. 

Because my parents believe that kiss- 
ing and necking by couples in their early 
teens is neither necessary nor nice—and 
I go along with them on that—my social 
life may seem pretty dull and restricted 
to some high school girls and boys. It 
really isn’t, though. I’m allowed to go 
out with boys about once a week. As I 
am always chaperoned by a grownup on 
these occasions, I am never in danger 
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just like the others. 


of becoming involved in anything risky 
when on dates away from home. 

When boys come to call on me at our 
house, my mother is always home to 
watch over things. Yet, nobody com- 
plains. I have never lost a boy friend 
because he thought my parents were too 
strait-laced. Our entertainment is sim- 
ple and wholesome. We do the kinds of 
things any youngster can enjoy, and we 
always have gobs of fun. 

I like to dance a lot, especially if it’s 
to bop music. 

My dad and I have a swell record col- 
lection, so my pals and I go in for plat- 
ter sessions in a big way. We also get a 
kick out of watching television and like 
to go to ball games and other sports 
events. 

We always find so many interesting 
things to do that we feel no need to go 
beyond having good, clean fun to look 
for excitement or for thrills. The hug- 
ging and kissing, that some couples. feel 
are a necessary part of every date, can 
wait until after marriage. Fun without 
kissing is the rule laid down by my 
mother and father. I live by that rule. 


RANGE blossoms, wedding gowns 
and babies hold no interest for lit- 
tle Toni. That is for old folks of 18 or 
20. Right now, that seems like a long 
way off, and I am willing to wait. In 


At school, Toni takes books from locker before Back home from school, Tony gets kiss 
going to classroom. Although she is an interna- 
tionally-known celebrity, schoolmates treat her 


from her boxer pet, who enjoys romp 
with her each day. Despite appearance, 
dog is friendly tg strangers. 





the meantime, the really important 
things in my life are school and my sing- 
ing. I used to take dancing lessons, but 
I gave that up some time ago. My pres- 
ent schedule keeps me so busy that I have 
little time to think about the boys. 

Most of my waking hours are spent in 
the classroom or at home preparing les- 
sons for school. But I don’t mind, as 
long as I keep on getting the good grades 
I’ve made since I entered high school. 
I like school and I plan to go on to col- 
lege, with music my major. What else? 

Singing is my big interest, my true 
love, and it has been since I was a little 
kid. Right now I am working hard to 
improve my style. I’d like to develop a 
delivery like that of my two idols: Ella 
Fitzgerald and Sarah Vaughan. That is 
a big order for a young girl, but I think 
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Surrounded by members of her high school club, Toni is puzzled by what boy on other end of the line is saying, much to the amuse- 
ment of the group. They enjoy simple, wholesome entertainment —playing records, watching television and sipping cokes. 


I can fill it. I’m certainly going to try. 

Although I admire Miss Fitzgerald 
and Miss Vaughan, I do not want to copy 
them. I want to be just as good as they, 
not just like them. When people hear me 
sing, then listen to Sarah Vaughan, I 
don’t want them to say, “Which one is 
the Toni?” 

During the school term I keep up with 
my music lessons. I now study voice for 
four or five hours a week. My tutor is 
famous Hollywood movie dance direc- 
tor, Nick Castle. Under his direction, 
my voice, which has changed from the 
candy store, Mother Goose days, is im- 
proving. 

I don’t accept many professional en- 
gagements now. Once in a while I do a 
few guest stints on radio and television 
shows right here in Los Angeles, but I 


can only fill such dates during vacations 
or holidays. I’m allowed to work thea- 
ter engagements only during summer 
months when school is out. 

Because I have traveled all over the 
nation as a kid entertainer, people prob- 
ably think that I have an opportunity to 
meet more boys than most girls my age, 
and that I have more trouble with them 
than the average girl. Actually, that is 
far from true. I meet very few new fel- 
lows while I am on tour. My mother, 
who always travels with me, thinks it is 
best that way. 

While I’m on the road, mother almost 
never leaves my side. The way she fig- 
ures it, I need motherly protection then 
more than ever. It is not so much the 
boys that she fears, kids my own age, 
but sex-crazy men who spend much of 
their time in (Continued on Page 50) 
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“1 guess what it boils down to is that 1 go 
for anything that’s got the slightest touch 
. of ‘home’ to it.” 
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A mail-order correspondence brought romance into the 


small town life of Beth, but just when she was going to 
marry Ralph, it seemed that a letter, too, would end all her 
dreams of a happy home. 


'T THINK that Mr. Ames, the tall, 
|* stoop-shouldered postman in our 
‘block, had a pretty good hunch that he 
was playing Dan Cupid for me and the 
Mr. Ralph Turner whose letters he de- 
livered to me daily. He couldn’t help 
but notice the way my eyes would light 
up when he handed me the mail each 
morning, always with the envelope bear- 


< ing the Washington, D. C., postmark on 


7 


top of the packet. And on those rare 
occasions when there was no letter, I’m 
sure that half the population of Lynn- 
hurst knew that their local librarian had 
the blues. 

But what no one suspected, and what 
| Ihardly dared admit to myself, was that 
Twas deeply, desperately in love with 
“Ralph Turner—a man I had never seen! 
| Now, as I sat in the bus depot one 
“Goudy April afternoon, I was oblivious 

| to the commotion around me because in 
@ few short minutes I would be meeting 
pthe man with whom I’d been conducting 
» @ correspondence romance for months. 
Despite my eagerness to see Ralph, | 


couldn’t help feeling a little frightened 
at the prospect. What kind of man was 
he really? Sure, his letters were delight- 
ful discussions on topics we both were 
interested in and, in recent weeks, full of 
tender expressions of affection. Also, he 
had sent me a snapshot of himself, 
enough to give me a hazy impression of 
what he looked like. 

Yet, looking back over the whole long- 
distance affair, I wondered how it was 
possible to lose my heart to a shadowy 
lover about whom I actually knew so 
little. And, even more incredible, Ralph 
wanted to marry me. His last letters had 
built up to the proposal I’d gotten last 
week and today he was arriving in Lynn- 
hurst to repeat it in person. The first 
joyous “yes” my heart had cried out was 
not so confident now. I was no longer 
sure what my answer would be. 

I glanced up at the big clock over the 
ticket window, then went back to my idle 
leafing of a magazine. Just a few min- 
utes more and (Continued on Page 72) 














fonds and folding green was too much 
= you, you cheap little cat peddler!” | 
§ ipped her hard across the mouth. 








When Chris Danton returned from Brazil to find Betty the No. 1 girl of 
the town’s racketeer, he saw red and almost lost his job. Then it was 
Alicia, whose love he spurned, who finally brought him happiness. 


AVE YOU ever felt like you had the world 

handcuffed? And were coasting down- 
hill on a silver sleigh? I felt that way the 
night I swung off the streamliner at Kaytown. 
I stood on the platform for a few moments, 
unmindful of the fine slanting snow, just 
drinking in the station, the town. This was 
home. It was good to be home. 

I'd been in Brazil for eighteen months. 
Eighteen months of sweat and dirt and insects. 
Now, I was home. Home and Betty Lee. 

Thoughts of Betty Lee had made the agon- 
izing heat and work in Brazil easier, had short- 
ened the eighteen months to almost nothing. 
True, Betty hadn’t answered my letters for 
more than three months, but I wasn’t worried. 
Mail was often delayed, occasionally even 
went astray in those remote jungles. 

I picked up my bag, motioned a cab driver 
away, and started toward Kaytown’s Little 
Harlem. It was only a few blocks. I wanted 
to walk so I could taste the full sweetness of 
being home. I wanted, too, a little more time 
to indulge in the delicious anticipation of see- 
ing Betty again; of what I’d say to her, and 
picturing the surprised delight in her exqui- 
site face when she saw me. Lovely Betty . . . 
lovely as a lush jungle orchid. . . . 

For an instant, I knew a twinge of uneasi- 
ness. Why hadn’t she answered my letters? 
I shrugged it away, and quickened my pace. 
Betty had promised to wait. I was sure she had. 
There’d just been some mix-up about the mail. 
Working for the Bradmille Construction Com- 
pany, I had changed my address frequently. 

Kaytown was still on the boom. Twelve 
years ago, it had been a quiet, orderly city of 
fifty thousand, built by rich ranch and oil 
lands surrounding it. During World War II, 


a large army air base had been erected in 
Kaytown. Almost overnight, the neat city had 
grown too big for its pants. Housing projects, 
suburban shopping centers, had been thrown 
up all around to accommodate the soldiers and 
their families. Along with the overgrowth had 
come gamblers and the other parasites who 
follow boomtowns. 

The boom had eased up somewhat at the 
war's end, but had caught new life with the 
Korean war. In twelve years, Kaytown had 
more than tripled its population. Now, it was 
a noisy, confused city, bursting at the seams. 
But it was home to me. And Betty Lee was 
here. 

At the edge of Little Harlem, my feet just 
naturally turned in at Mom Owens’ house. | 
saw she had a new paint job on her narrow 
two-story frame dwelling. I was glad for her. 
I'd never known my father. He’d died before 
I was born. My mother had passed when I 
was fourteen. Since then, Mom Owens’ house 
had been home to me. I walked in without 
knocking. 

“Hey, Mom!” I yelled. “Where in tarna- 
tion are you?” 

Down the hall and out of the kitchen came 
a thin little silver-haired lady. She peered 
through the dim light, recognized me. 

“Chris, baby!” she cried. “Where did you 
come from? Why didn’t you tell me you were 
coming ?” 

By then, I had her in my arms, and was 
swinging her around in sheer delight. 

We talked for a bit, then I said, “Mom, I’m 
leaving my bag. I'll be back when I’ve seen 
Betty, after we’ve done the town tonight.” 

Mom’s tired old eyes looked away. Her frail 
work-worn hands (Continued on Page 51) 
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When fear of motherhood made Vanessa give up woman’s 
most priceless possession, she learned it was too late for 
her to do anything that would win back her husband’s love. 


WOULD give anything—anything— 
in the world if only I could have a 
aby. At one point in my life, that would 
ive been like saying that Niagara Falls 
eeded a bucketful of water or that the 
needed refueling from a can of 
ighter fluid. That’s how ridiculous the 
hought of having a baby sounded to me 


on 


foday when people hear what hap- 
ned to Fred and me, they smile hope- 
and say, “Oh, well, you’re both 


ung and healthy. You'll probably 
nd up with a dozen kids.” 
| don’t even try to answer them, be- 
use the tragic fact is I can never have 
ther child. It’s a woman’s birthright 
sive new life. I gave up that privilege 
| that’s why my pillow is wet each 
ight with bitter, helpless tears. . . . 
Vy Aunt Min was a midwife. Every 
wn has at least one, and, surprising as 
jay seem, there are midwives who do 
thriving business even in our big cities. 
hat’s because there are still plenty of 
ien who have their babies at home, 
her because they don’t have the price 
hospital services or because they’ve 
something against doctors. 
ome people feel that having a doctor 
a baby is like using a shovel to stir 
cup of tea. They regard pregnancy, 
»r and birth as something so natural 


that calling in a doctor is pampering 
and a needless luxury. 

Aunt Min had taken me in after the 
death of my parents in an auto crash. 
I was a small child at the time and all I 
knew was what Aunt Min chose to tell 
me about what happened. She was a 
funny person. She would never come 
right. out and say something directly; 
she’d sort of sneak it into a conversation, 
then pretend to be surprised that you 
didn’t know it all the time. 

I remember the time when three-piece 
suits were all the rage—skirt, jacket and 
fur-trimmed cape, all of the same mate- 
rial. It was my first year in high school 
and I was simply dying to have one. 
Not that I didn’t have clothes. Aunt Min 
provided well for me. Only she always 
bought sturdy, thick-soled shoes and 
heavy corduroy jumpers; good clothes, 
but certainly not very stylish. 

It was Sunday afternoon. We had just 
come back from church and while Aunt 
Min prepared dinner, | lay on my stom- 
ach looking at the papers. I came across 
a big advertisement of the kind of en- 
semble that was so fashionable. But | 
groaned when I saw that they were at 
one of the exclusive downtown shops. 
When Aunt Min asked me what was 
wrong, I told her how I longed for some 
new clothes. “But I know I’m just day 
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day dreaming,” I added hopelessly. 

“Dreaming won’t get you anything in 
this world, child,” my aunt grunted. “Never 
thought of it before now, but I guess you’re 
about due for young lady dress-up clothes. 
If that’s what you want, well, that’s what 
we'll get you.” 

“For real?” I jumped up and threw my 
arms around her, much to her embarrass- 
ment. “You mean it, Aunt Min?” 

“Aw, go ’way, child, and stop your fool- 
ishness!” she said brusquely. She started 
to wipe her cheek where my lips had 
touched, but her hand stopped and she 
pressed her quivering lips tightly together. 
She leaned over and read the ad in the 
spread-out newspaper. 

“Humph! You could get yourself two or 
three of those outfits, Vanessa,” she said. 

“But they’re so expensive,” I reminded 
her. 

“Anything worth having in this world is 
bound to cost something,” she told me. 
Then she added casually, “Guess I'll have 
to start using some of your money now that 
you're getting such high-falutin’ notions.” 

I stared at her. “My money?” 

She nodded. “Promised myself I wouldn’t 
touch it until you got big enough to spend 
it yourself,” she went on, just as if I knew 
what she was talking about. 

It was an exasperating habit she had. 
Please, Aunt Min, what money?” 

And it was then I learned that the in- 
surance covering my mother and father, 
plus auto liability insurance carried by the 
man whose car was responsible for the 
fatal wreck amounted to almost $5,000. A 

court had turned it over to Aunt Min to 


hold for me. 
We both fell quiet, just as we always did 
when we talked about the past, but inside 


my heart was pounding with supressed ex- 
citement. I was rich! 

Of course, I bragged to all the kids about 
my great wealth and, from then on, I was 
as well dressed as any girl in class. And 
for a while I was the center of attention; 
everybody wanted to hear the details. But 
[ only told them the bare facts, remember- 
ing Aunt Min’s stern lectures about “put- 
ting your business in the street.” 

After a while the excitement died down 
and I was just like any other kid in the 
neighborhood. At least, that’s what I 
thought. When I found out that my friends 
regarded me as something special—and the 
reason why—I was shocked. 

I'd never given much thought to what 
Aunt Min did for a living. I knew in a 
vague way that she had something to do 
with women and babies, and that often she 
was awakened at all hours of the night and 
had to hurry out with her little black bag. 

Vy rude awakening came one evening 
when I went out to play before bedtime. I 
was quite a young lady then, having just 
celebrated my 14th birthday. I found the 
five or six girls with whom I ran 

huddled together on Irma’s front 
porch. They looked up as I approached. 
“Here comes ’Nessa,” one of them said, 
‘Tll bet she knows.” 


gang 


1round 


Vanessa learned about the facts of life from Aunt Min but 


the trouble was that she learned too much for her own good 
and thereby blasted all her hopes for a happy married life, 


The way she said it and the chorus of 
agreement that went up made me wary. 
“Hi, gang,” I said. I gave Irma a breezy, 
“What’s your story, morning glory?” 

She gave the others a wink and said, 
“We were just talking about babies and 
things—you know, sex. You ought to be 
an expert on the subject, considering what 
your aunt does for a living.” 

I gasped in indignation. They were all 
looking at me like I was a freak in a side- 
show or something. 

“Sure, ’Nessa,” Eloise added, “we fig- 
ured you could tell us all about where ba- 
bies come from and all that.” 

But by now my anger had changed. | 
was the center of attention, just as when I 
discovered that I had money of my own. So 
I adopted a mysterious air. “Maybe I do 
and maybe I don’t,” I said haughtily. 

“Aw, come on, spill it,” Irma urged. She 
lowered her voice to a confidential whisper. 

I drew myself up importantly and began 
talking. I don’t remember now exactly 
what I did say, but it was a mixture of fact 
and fiction. I tried to remember things I'd 
heard Aunt Min say and, I must confess, I 
added a great deal from my own imagina- 
tion. The girls hung on to every word, 
soaking it all in. But the real reaction was 
like a delayed-action bomb. 


C= OF the girls turned out to be a 

big-mouth who blabbed everything I'd 
said to her mother. I don’t know how, but 
it finally got back to Aunt Min. I'd never 
seen her so angry before; she did every- 
thing except hit me. And when it was all 
over, what do you think she was really an- 
gry about? That I had been spouting off 
my mouth on a subject I was totally ignor- 
ant about! 

That was Aunt Min for you. Always 
something unexpected. “Come to think of 
it, it’s about time you got a little learning 
—the kind you can’t get out of books,” she 
told me. “And believe me, child, there’s a 
lot to learn. Why, I’ve taken care of women 
with two and three kids who didn’t know 
as much about how those babies got there 
as you do!” 

She shook her head. “It’s a pitiful thing 
to be ignorant, Vanessa. I’ve seen many a 
good woman old long before her time from 
birthing children one right after another, 
just because she didn’t know how to take 
care of herself.” 

I made a face. “Gee, it sounds perfectly 
gruesome! What does a woman want to 
go and have a baby for anyway?” I asked. 

“A lot of them because they can’t help 
themselves,” she said. “But most of all, 
because that’s a woman’s job. It’s the one 
thing that only a woman can do in this 
man’s world—give new life.” She put her 
hands on my shoulders and studied my 
face with her soft brown eyes. “And don’t 


you ever forget it, child!” 

When Aunt Min made up her mind 
about something, she plunged right in and 
got it over with. So a few nights later, 
when she abruptly announced that I was 
to go with her on a case, I was ready. That 
is, as ready as I’d ever be. I really didn’t 
want to go along, but Aunt Min had al. 
ready said she wanted me to learn the facts 
of life first hand. 

Silently, I got down our coats and took 
out the little black bag she carried. All 
the way to the place I tried to tell myself 
that it wouldn’t be too bad, that I might 
even like it enough to become Aunt Min’s 
assistant. But the moment we stepped 
through the door of the crowded, tiny 
apartment, a sickening odor almost over- 
powered me. I tried to identify the smell, 
but couldn't. 

Immediately, Aunt Min went to work. | 
couldn’t help but admire her efficient, 
methodical actions. She was not a big 
woman, but straight and wiry. Her reddish- 
brown complexion and Indian nose gave 
her a certain grimness when she was pre- 
occupied, but I knew that underneath she 
was as kind and gentle as a lamb. 

She ordered the bewildered father to 
take the two small children, who stood 
around whimpering, into the front room. 
Then she sent me into the kitchen to pre- 
pare boiling water, while she tended to the 
frail woman who lay on the rickety bed. 
“How you coming with that hot water?” 
Aunt Min shouted to me. “These instru- 
ments got to be clean, you know.” 

I told her I was hurrying as fast as I 
could, all the time trying to keep the smell 
from my nostrils. At last everything was 
ready, and steeling my nerves, I went into 
the crowded bedroom with Aunt Min. La- 
bor pains began to hit the woman and her 
screams bounced off the walls and made 
my ears buzz. The smell I couldn’t quite 
make out grew stronger and stronger until 
I got dizzy. 

The poor woman was crying and scream- 
ing and twisting on the bed. My aunt’s 
face was dripping with sweat. I was trem- 
bling like a frightened child. But then it 
seemed to be going smoother. The scream- 
ing stopped but the moans that came from 
the patient were even worse. Suddenly, she 
gave a rasping wheeze and lay still. 

Aunt Min’s voice was low, but there was 
a desperate urgency in it. “Quick, child! 
Run out and call Dr. Cooper!” 

I darted out of the room and practically 
fell down three flights of stairs. There was 
a drug store on the corner and I phoned 
the doctor who was a friend of Aunt Min’s. 
He said he’d be right out, and I rushed 
back to the apartment. 

Everything was quiet, except for the 
muffled sobbing of children—and maybe a 
man—coming from the front room. I got 
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to the bedroom door just as Aunt Min 
pulled a sheet up over the thin face of the 
motionless woman on the bed. I knew then 
that the odor that hung thick and depress- 
ing in the tenement was the smell of death. 

That night, Aunt Min had to give me a 
sleeping pill to quiet me down. I think she 
realized what the experience had done to 
me, but it was too late for regrets. She 
came and sat on the edge of my bed for a 
long time, waiting for me to drop off to 
sleep. In a quiet voice, she told me that 
such tragedies happened even in hospitals 
with the best of care. Not as often as in 
the past, she added proudly, saying that 
modern midwives had records that were 
many times better than those in the old 
days. 

She never again suggested that I accom- 
pany her on her cases. As I became inter- 
ested in growing up and in my school work, 
I gradually forgot the incident and it be- 
came buried in my thoughts like the death 
of my parents. I was too busy living and 
learning to brood over it. 


HE MONEY I had was enough to take 

me through college, and the summer I 
graduated I used up nearly all the rest of 
the money for a Caribbean cruise. It was 
a trip I'd long dreamed of making and | 
decided to get it out of my system before 
settling down to finding a job. 

In Port au Prince, Haiti, I met Fred and 
my whole life changed overnight. I first 
noticed him in the dining room of the Sans 
Souci, the hotel where I was staying. I 
could tell at a glance that he was Ameri- 
can, but it was more than that which 
caught and held my attention. 

He wasn’t handsome, in the usual sense 
of the word, but he had an attractiveness 
that had the pull of a powerful magnet. He 
got up to go before I finished eating and I 
saw that he was of average height, but well 
built, and he moved with an easy assurance 
that tourists to the tropics seldom show. 

My curiosity was aroused to such a point 
that after leaving the dining room I went 
straight to the lobby. It was almost de- 
serted so I went to the desk and said to the 
clerk, “I want to inquire about one of the 
guests—I think he’s American. Perhaps 
you saw him leave the dining room just 
now, a handsome young man with—” 

“T don’t know about the ‘handsome’ part, 
but the rest of the description seems to fit 
me,” said a deep voice behind me. 

I whirled around and nearly went 
through the floor in embarrassment. There 
he was smiling down at my confusion. 

“I’m Fred Reid,” he said. “I'll be glad 
to answer any questions you have, Miss—” 

“Vanessa Morgan,” I stammered. “I 
hope you don’t think that—” 

He took my arm and steered me toward 
a vacant sofa under a large potted palm. 
“If you’ve got the time, Miss Morgan, I'll 
tell you exactly what I think.” 

I recovered some of my poise and after 
he had lit a cigarette for me, I said, 
“I saw you in the dining room and—well, 
I guess it’s natural to look around for peo- 


ple from home when you're in a strange 
land.” 

He gave a warm, friendly laugh. “I no- 
ticed you, too,” he told me, “and I went up 
to the desk clerk for exactly the same rea- 
son you did—I wanted to find out who the 
very attractive young American woman 
was.” 

He went on to tell me that he was in the 
West Indies on a fellowship. He was a so- 
ciologist and quite an authority on native 
customs. After we had chatted a while, he 
said, “I’ve got to go now, Miss Morgan, 
but if you’re not busy tonight maybe you'd 
like to do some research with me.” 

I quickly agreed. He could have sug- 
gested a trip to the moon and I would have 
gladly accepted. It wasn’t that I was 
alone in a strange country and grateful for 
the company of someone from the States. 
In those few minutes I had fallen in love 
with Fred. If it wasn’t love at first sight, 
then it must have been the second look that 
convinced me that here was a man I could 
give my heart to completely, without res- 
ervation. 

It turned out that the “research” Fred 
wanted to do was at the Cabane Chou- 
coune, a night spot built like a peasant hut 
where they feature Cuban rhumbas. As 
we danced that night, I smiled, “If this is 
a sample of the ‘research’ you do, it’s no 
wonder you bury yourself in the tropics.” 

“Tt’s never been as much fun as this, 
Vanessa,” he said earnestly. 

There was really no need to do much 
talking. The blood-stirring rhythms of the 
Afro-Cuban music told a love story as old 
as history, a story that is the same in any 
country, in any language. 

Fred neglected his work shamefully 
after that first night. He took me sight- 
seeing to the old ruins of Sans Souci pal- 
ace, the castle Henri Christophe built for 
his wife at Milot; horseback riding through 
the colorful island; bathing on the Ara- 
chon beach. Before I realized it, the time 
had come for Fred to move on to Kingston, 
Jamaica, for the continuation of his work. 

The night before he was due to leave, he 
came to my room for a farewell drink with 
me. I tried to conceal my feelings, smiling 
as I mixed cuba libres, then gaily chatting 
about everything except what was on my 
mind. Fred was strangely quiet, sipping 
his drink and gazing at me as if trying 
to memorize every little detail about me. 
Finally, I could think of nothing more to 
say and we sat there silent. 

“Well, I guess I’d better move on,” Fred 
said at last. He gave a funny little laugh. 
“T wonder whether you’d do me a favor?” 

“Of course, Fred—anything,” I replied. 

“Tt’s sort of personal, Vanessa. It’s— 
well, I'd like to kiss you goodbye.” He 
came close and held out his hand. “Do 
you mind?” 

I shook my head. My heart was too full 
to speak. He caught my hand and pulled 
me close. I wanted to tell him how I felt, 
beg him not to go or to take me with him. 
But my lips moved wordlessly and I threw 
my arms around his neck. I felt his arms 


press me tight, then the gentle touch of his 
lips as they brushed against my forehead, 
my eyes, my cheeks. 

“T don’t want to go without you, dar- 
ling,” he whispered. 

“Don’t leave me, Fred—ever!” 

His kiss was a vow that we would never 
let anything take us apart from each other. 

For the next year or so, that’s the way 
it was with us. Fred returned to the 
States and got his degree. Our first home 
was an apartment in New York. Then 
Fred got an appointment to a United Na- 
tions commission and I went with him to 
Liberia. It was a wonderful life we had, 
and for me, just being with my husband 
was all I asked. More than once I told 
myself how lucky I was that I could follow 
him all over the world, wherever his job 
took him. 

Oh, we both had dreams of some day set- 
tling down in a permanent home and Fred 
hinted every now and then how nice it 
would be to have a family. Yet, when I 
learned that I was going to have a baby, 
blind, unreasoning panic seized me. 

A young doctor, who was a member of 
the U. N. commission, confirmed my sus- 
picions, but it was almost a week before I 
broke the news to Fred. I knew this would 
change our way of life and I delayed tell- 
ing him as long as I dared. 

When I finally did tell Fred, he was over- 
joyed. 

“Of course, you'll have to go back home 
as soon as possible,” he said. 

“But, darling, I want to be with you,” I 
protested. “We—we’ve never been sepa- 
rated before.” 

“I know, but we’ve got to be sensible 
about this thing, Vanessa,” he said gently. 
“You go back home and just before the 
baby is born, I’ll join you.” 

“Suppose the project here isn’t finished 
by then?” I pouted. 

He smiled and put his arms around me. 
“The minute you send word, I'll drop 
everything and grab a plane,” he promised. 
“Do you suppose I could stay halfway 
across the world at the very time I’m be- 
coming a father?” 

So it was arranged that way. I sailed 
back home—alone. It wasn’t until the ship 
moved out of the harbor and I saw the 
coast slip away from me that terror gripped 
my heart. I dreaded the prospect of being 
alone for the months ahead. Some of my 
anger turned toward Fred. He had sent 
me into exile without a word of protest. 
It didn’t matter to me in my confused state 
of mind that the idea was to provide the 
best of care for me and the baby. All I 
cared about was being with Fred, and it 
was he who had sent me away. 

I was ill the entire voyage and when the 
ship docked at New York I was glad to be 
on land again, even if it was thousands of 
miles from the place I had left my heart. 
I was so busy feeling sorry for myself and 
missing Fred that it was a long time be- 
fore I gave any thought to the baby. Then, 
thinking of the future, an old nightmare 
haunted me. (Continued on Page 77) 
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All her life, Baltimore-born Singer Billie Holiday has been trying to beat a rap of some 
kind. Now she faces the biggest rap of her life—trying to convince the public that she 


LL MY life, I have been trying to 
beat a rap of some kind. As a child, 
I was fighting against the rap of being 
born in the East Baltimore slum district 
where you were herded together as if you 
were so many cattle, where thé rats were 
as big as rabbits, where food was some- 
thing you fought over and where the liv- 
ing was often loose and careless. 

Today, I am on the threshold of beat- 
ing the most serious rap of all—that of 
having once been a narcotics user. I have 
already beaten it where I am concerned, 
for I have been off the stuff for years. 
My job now is convincing the public 
that I have won my biggest battle. 

I grew up in the slums and if you 
have not had such an experience, don’t. 
I clawed and scratched my fingernails 
off trying to climb out of that barrel. 

You have to get tough early if you 
want to live, if you want the spark of life 
to glow within you, even though the light 
from it is feeble. You have to know what 
it is to fight with your fists, kick, bite, 
curse. They call it the survival of the 
fittest. I must have been fit. Otherwise, 
I would be right back there now, eating 
my heart out like a kid looking through 
a window at a toy train at Christmas 
time without a penny in his pocket. 


is off dope for life. 
BY BILLIE HOLIDAY 


There was the rap of my appearance. 
Originally, my hair was a bright orange 
color. It must have looked strange. 
Most certainly, the white children whose 
homes I had to pass on my way to school 
thought it looked strange. Especially on 
the head of a brown-skinned Negro girl. 
In addition to the other names they call 
Negro children, they were calling me 
some others I did not like. I had to fight 
them. 

I organized a gang of sixteen Negro 
children. We threw bricks, battled with 
our fists and it was a bit easier after- 
ward for us—particularly me—to go to 
school without being mocked. 

Under these circumstances, | had to 
be a tom boy. As such, I was continu- 
ally in hot water for I was fighting an- 
other rap. This one was the fact that 
circumstances did not permit me to have 
parental supervision as much as | should. 

You hear preachers rave and shout 
about the and you 
hear mothers begging their children to 
be good and to act nice. But, who can 
listen to a preacher talking about pie in 
the sky when there is none on the table? 
Who can obey a mother when she is 
away from home most of the time scuf- 
fling in the white folks’ kitchen to get 


“lost generation,” 


the money for rent and for food and for 
clothes? 

Such a mother has a rap against her 
also for she doesn’t get a real chance to 
be with her children and guide them 
right, through the crime and squalor of 
a slum area like East Baltimore used to 
be. But my mother tried in every way 
she knew how. And she did it in face 
of the fact that another woman stole her 
husband (my father) from her. 

In spite of these things, we did not 
live too bad at home, for my mother was 
always striving to have things for me. 
I remember that our house was the first 
in the neighborhood to have electric 
lights, gas and an inside toilet. They 
had to tear up a lot of ground to lay the 
pipes for the toilet and the neighbors 
gave us a fit for a long time because the 
plumbers in digging holes in the ground 
uncovered many nests of those big rats. 


E MOVED to New York for the 

first time when I was 15 years old. 
I began singing for a living shortly after 
in two places—the old Hotcha at 134th 
Street and Seventh Avenue, and the 
Bright Spot located near the corner of 
139th Street and Seventh, the gateway 
to “Strivers’ Row.” 
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It wasn’t any easier in Harlem. I was 
| fighting a rap. A rap of hunger, 

for the future, insecurity and the 
t that everybody else cared only for 

1. I learned that lesson, also. With 
| had brought from Baltimore a pre- 
tion by a woman neighbor of my 


ther. This woman used to tell every- 





Although she took the dops 
Billie Holiday still feels that 


cerned, the cards are stacked against her. 


With her personal manager, John Levy (center), looking on, 
Billie Holiday confers with attorney who represented her when 
she was first nabbed for dope. She spli 






t with Levy later. 


They lined up with her on the side- 
walk and nodded their heads as she in- 
I looked at her. 
Big, fat, ungainly, wheezing. I shook my 
head and started giving the children fifty 
cents apiece. Just before I got to the one 


troduced them to me. 


on the end, a man hanging out of an 
upstairs window across the street, hol- 


‘cure at a Federal hospital. 


. as far as the public is con- 
Now happily 


married, she plans to retire within the next two or three 


years, finish out her 





y in our block that I would come to 
ing but ruin. “She'll have a house- 
»f children and won’t know who is 
father of any of them,” she would 
‘A wild girl like that can’t come 
ything but a bad end.” 
\ few years ago, I drove my new fish- 
Cadillac back to Baltimore and to 
East Side where I was raised. I 
| that this woman was still living in 
amshackle house she occupied when 
s there. Her daughter, who grew up 
me, and who people predicted 
ld be a school teacher and a “high 
ty” lady, came out on the steps to 
me. Behind her swarmed seven 
hildren of various ages. 





days as a housewife. 


lered, “That ’un’s mine, Mis’ Holiday!” 
I found out early that New York is 
for those who can fight the winning 
fight against the things and people who 
would bar you from getting ahead. 
Those who don’t want to get ahead, | 
learned, don’t belong in New York. | 
wanted to get ahead. | wanted, because 
I believed I had something, to be a great 
singer. But I also knew one has to suf- 
fer to get what she wants out of life. 
You also have to learn new things 
about life and about what we call mo- 
rality. That is a big word and takes in 
a lot. I early found that morality means 
one thing in one place and another else- 
where. On the sidewalks where the liv- 







Mi natcsind 


Jailed for using heroin, Billie was sentenced to a year and a day 
in Federal reformatory. She was released with 72 days off for 
good behavior, gave Carnegie Hall concert 11 days later. 





ing is rugged, the things that are moral 
in the books aren’t moral when it comes 
to the snatching, grabbing and throat- 
cutting one goes through trying to rise 
from the pavements to something higher. 

If | thought my childhood in Balti- 
more was rough, my experiences as a 
teen-age girl in Harlem with no father 
around to help out, were twenty times 
worse. It was a business for my mother 
and me, this problem of getting enough 
to eat and keeping a roof over our heads. 
It meant sacrifice. It meant meeting and 
getting mixed up with wrong people and 
in wrong situations at an age when most 
young girls are in school. 

There was nothing about living on the 
sidewalks I did not know by the time | 
was 18. I knew how gin joints looked 
on the inside; I had been singing in 
after-hour joints, damp, smoky cellars, 
in the back of barrooms. I knew how 
liquor tasted, its warmth, its intoxica- 
tion. I found nothing wrong in smok- 
ing cigarettes. 

It was slow, this attempt to climb clear 
of the barrel. But as I grew older, | 
found those trying to keep me in it were 
not always the corner hoodlum, the 
street walker, the laborer, the numbers 
runner, the rooming-house landladies 
and landlords, the people who existed off 
the $25 and $30-a-week salaries they 
were paying in those days long before 


World War II. 

















d a day 
off for 


Ler. 


> moral 
| comes 
throat- 
to rise 
higher. 
| Balti- 
S asa 
father 
times 
nother 
nough 
heads. 
ig and 
le and 
1 most 


on the 
ime | 
ooked 
ng in 
sllars, 

how 
)xica- 
mok- 


clear 
er, I 
were 

the 
ibers 
adies 
d off 
they 
fore 





Great moment for Billie came when she was selected as nation’s 


top female vocalist by Esquire magazine. 


Arthur Godfrey made 


presentation to her and one to Teddy Wilson as nation’s top pianist 


They, I found, were the ones who 
wanted to see me “go,” to get somewhere. 
It was their applause and help that kept 
me inspired. These “little people,” con- 
demned as | have been ever since I can 
remember, gave me my chance to be 
heard long before the mink-coated lor- 
gnette crowd of Fifth Avenue and Green- 
wich Village ever heard of me. 

Show business then, as today, has its 
cliques. Some break through into the 
clear and become great stars; others 
wither and die because they do not get 
a chance to be heard. Still others keep 
up such a racket that they must be given 
an audience. That was how I did it. 

I stuck at it, singing for nickels and 
dimes. | hung around musicians and 
learned all I could from them. | listened 
to my favorite singers, Ethel Waters and 
Bessie Smith, and picked up a lot from 
their technique. Above all, 1 kept sing- 
ing, even though my heart felt as though 
it could not strike another beat, for | 
was tired. 

In this condition, I was wide open to 
be “taken in” by men. Not the kind who 
work in the post office, belong to social 
clubs, go to church on Sunday mornings 
and to ball games in the afternoon. In 
those days, I did not know such men 
existed. Not for me. The kind I got were 
the kind who got by on their wits or who 
tried to use me to keep them going. They 
were the sort (Continued on Page 79) 
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Crooking right arm and keeping time to 
rhythm with circular motion, Billie assumes 
typical singing stance. When only 18, she 
was singing sultry songs in after-hour joints. 
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Gladys met Theo via telephone and when she saw him 


face to face, she felt it was the real thing, but she was 


due for a rude awakening. 


Y JOB in the branch office of a large 
dry-cleaning chain was a big let- 
down for me. I'd come to the city 
with high hopes and burning ambition. 
All by myself, I was going to set the 
world on fire, make a name for myself. 
Gladys Palmer from Grand Rapids with 
a bag full of dreams. Only, things hadn’t 
worked out as I’d planned and there | 
was in a dull, boring job with nothing 
ahead but the all-too-familiar pattern of 
lonely days and nights. 

My one diversion was the telephone 
friendship I’d struck up with a man I’d 
never seen. He ran a little tailor shop 
not far away and sent in bundles of 
clothes to be cleaned at the plant. He 
would press them and make repairs. He 
had a delivery boy, but he’d call in a 
couple of times a week and soon, to 
break the monotony of my day, they be- 
came more social than business calls. 

His name was Theo Adams, and I 
learned a lot about him in the course of 
our conversations. He had started the 
shop with a fellow who had been in the 
Navy with him and later bought out his 
partner. He seemed to always be work- 
ing hard and was quite ambitious. I had 
built up a mental image of him, partially 
based on his deep, resonant voice that 
had more than a hint of laughter in it. 

But the picture was also created out 
of my dreams and frustrations. When I’d 
left Grand Rapids, I wasn’t sure just 
what I was looking for. A change of 
surroundings? Yes, but more than that. 
I was also looking for adventure, for the 
dream-man most girls carry in their 
hearts like a picture in a locket. 

So far, nothing had turned out accord- 
ing to my hopes. The jobs I’d held the 
past year were pure drudgery; not one 
of them the kind that offered any hope 
of advancement. I'd lived in a dreary 
succession of furnished rooms, whose 
only virtue was that they had four walls 


and a bed, and kept out the rain. And 
the men I’d met were either out for all 
they could get, or were dull, unexciting 
bores who could offer me nothing | 
couldn’t get for myself. 

That’s why I permitted myself the 
luxury of day-dreaming about Theo. It 
gave me something to look forward to 
when I went down to the shop and waited 
for his phone call and pretended he was 
my sweetheart. Of course, being prac- 
tical about it, I realized that it was a 
silly game of deception I was playing, 
but Theo never suspected and no one was 
harmed. 

One day when he phoned, | was feeling 
especially sad and depressed. It seemed 
that everybody in the neighborhood had 
picked that morning to have something 
cleaned, and I had just waded through 
a waist-high pile of suits, skirts and 
shirts. The new girl the office had prom- 
ised hadn’t come in yet, so I had to 
do all the work myself, making out re- 
ceipts, stapling tags and wrapping bun- 
dles. 

Just as I settled on my stool to take 
a breather, the telephone rang. “Circle 
Cleaners and Dyers,” I snapped. 

“Hello, do you clean clothes there?” a 
familiar voice rang out. 

I smiled in spite of myself. “Yes, but 
I’ve personally checked every stitch in 
the world over this counter this morn- 
ing,” I answered, “so it’s impossible for 
you to have any clothes to be cleaned.” 
There was a deep chuckle on the other 
end of the wire, so I said, “Is there any- 
thing else I can do for you?” 

Theo’s voice took on a serious tone. 
“There is, if you'll do it, Gladys.” 

But suddenly, my own woes over- 
whelmed me and I wanted to spill out 
my troubles to my invisible friend. “Oh, 
Theo,” I wailed, “I couldn’t give anyone 
the time of day, right now. If you've got 
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problems, you'll have to wait your turn. 
I’ve got plenty of my own.” 

“Hey, now,” he scolded, “that’s no 
way to talk on a day like this—a very 
special day.” 

I sniffed. “What’s so special about 
today?” 

“Didn’t you know? This is the day 
I’m finally going to get a look at you!” 

His booming laugh drowned out my 
startled protests. “You’re going to help 
me pick out a gift,” he told me. “Ill pick 
you up at the shop there.” 

“Maybe you’ve got nothing more to 
do than run around buying presents,” | 
said, “but I’ve got to find a place to live. 
I’m being evicted.” 

But even that didn’t dampen his high 
pirits. “So we'll talk about it this eve- 
ning. Goodbye now.” 

My first reaction was one of excited 
anticipation. At last I was going to see 


him face to face. Then a wave of doubt 


Gladys knew that she was 


cheated on her girl friend. 


ment—Mr. Adams,” I said in my best 
businesslike manner. 

“This is Theo—remember?” he 
laughed. 

This flustered me even more, so I told 
the girl I’d show her the next morning, 
and started getting things ready to close 
up. A short time later, Theo and I stood 
outside the shop and I felt embarrassed 
being alone with him. But apparently, 
Theo saw nothing unusual in our meet- 
ing. He took my arm and led me to the 
station wagon with the name of his shop 
printed on the side. 


HADN’T the slightest idea where we 

were going, so I just got in and sat 
huddled on the seat, trying to sort out 
my impressions of him. It suddenly 
struck me that I really knew very little 
about him, but I had the feeling that we 
had many interests in common. My 
thoughts were interrupted by Theo’s 


playing with fire when she 


Verna, but she was willing 


to pay the price for just one stolen moment of love. 





and uncertainty gripped me. It would 
be impossible for him to be anything 
like my ideal. Common sense told me 
that | was bound to be disappointed. 
However, there was nothing I could do 
about it. The new girl finally arrived, 
but I still had to make out the day’s re- 
port and lock up at closing time. And 
it five o’clock sharp, Theo was there. 
[he two of us, the new girl and I, were 
both behind the counter and I don’t 
know how he did it, but he came directly 
ip to me. 
You’re Gladys, aren’t you.” 
tatement, not a question. 
| didn’t answer, because a strange ex- 
citement was tightening my throat. He 
was even more handsome than I’d pic- 
tured him all these weeks. A wonderful 
mile brightened his strong, broad face, 
ind his deep-set brown eyes studied me 
with a tender and frankly admiring light. 
\s | looked up at him, my heart told 
that here was everything I’d ever 


It was 


wanted. 

| heard the new girl stifle a giggle and 
my cheeks burned as I went back to 
howing her how to fill out the daily 
report form. “I'll be with you in a mo- 


> 
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voice, and with an effort I brought my- 
self back from the rosy future that 
flashed into my mind. 

“Now, what’s all this about 
evicted?” he demanded. 

I explained how my landlord wanted 
my room for a relative who had just ar- 
rived in the city, so it was up to me to 
find another place to live. Only it was 
easier said than done. 

Theo pursed his lips thoughtfully. 
“Maybe there’s something we can do 
about that,” he told me. “We'll see. 
Right now we’ve got some shopping to 
do.” 

“But where do I come in?” I asked. 

“What I know about buying gifts for 
women is strictly limited,” he explained. 
“I want you to help me pick out a birth- 
day gift.” 

There was a pause as | wondered who 
the lucky woman was to be. Perhaps his 
sister or some other female relative, I 
thought. But then, stealing a glance at 
his rugged profile as he steered the car 
through the trafic, I chided myself, 
Who are you kidding, Gladys? The girls 
in this town wouldn’t let a guy like that 


But I 


being 


run around loose for very long! 


smiled sweetly and told him, “I'll be 
glad to help you, Theo.” 

If I had any illusions that he was out 
shopping for candy or hose or any ordi- 
nary kind of gift, I saw my mistake 
when he led me into a jeweler’s shop. 
My heart skipped a beat as Theo stopped 
to inspect a trayful of diamond soli- 
taires. He was looking for an engage. 
ment ring for his girl friend! 

“See anything you like?” I asked cas. 
ually. 

He laughed and shook his head. 
“That’s one article I don’t need,” he 
said. 

And so eager was I to believe that he 
had no strings attached to him, I con- 
vinced myself that he really was out to 
buy a platonic gift. So I instantly got 
into the spirit of the thing. It turned 
out that he wanted a watch, and I mod- 
eled those the jeweler brought out, tell- 
ing him why one was better than the 
other and not hesitating to give him my 
opinion. 

Theo selected a plain, but rich-look- 
ing gold watch with a black velvet band. 
And though he slipped the wrapped 
packet into his pocket, I pretended that 
it was for me and he was just waiting 
for the proper moment to present it. 
“Well!” he exclaimed as we went back 
to the car, “this calls for some sort of 
celebration. How about a drink?” 

I wasn’t sure whether he meant our 
meeting or the successful shopping ven- 
ture, but I said, “Anything you say, 
Theo.” 

“We've got an hour to kill, so let’s 
make good use of it!” 

That hour passed like a couple of 
heartbeats. I talked more freely than I 
had for a long time, telling him of my 
ups and downs since I’d been in the 
city, telling him about my family back 
home. I was doing my best to impress 
him, and I didn’t try to kid myself about 
that. 

Suddenly, there was a lull in the con- 
versation and I felt his gaze. I lifted 
my own eyes, and for a breathless mo- 
ment it was as though the rest of the 
world fell away, and we were alone. A 
flame sprang alive in my heart, a flame 
that was never to die down. I lowered 
my glance to the table, wondering 
whether my eyes had betrayed my true 
feelings to him. 

Then Theo looked at his watch and 
said, “Time to go now.” 

“Where to (Continued on Page 56) 
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3 February Holidays 
u say, 
EBRUARY, of all the months in the __ ries, hatchets and logs, usually with the 
0 let’s year, is truly the month of holidays. red, white and blue motif. 

It is the month of Abraham Lincoln’s This is also the month of St. Valen- 
ple of and George Washington’s birthdays tine’s Day, the romantic holiday which 
than | which are celebrated nationally with emphasizes hearts and flowers and is 
of my Oa parties, dances and other get-togethers, marked by the sending of valentines, 
in the featuring symbolic decorations of cher- ranging from sentimental to comic. It 
~ back is the holiday for lovers, young and old. 
npress Shrove Tuesday, an old English church 
about holiday, frequently called “Pancake 

Tuesday,” comes on the Tuesday just 
2 con- before Ash Wednesday. It is considered 
lifted good luck to serve and eat pancakes on 
$ mo- this day. 
f the With so many holidays, February af- 
e. A fords party-givers ample excuses to have 
flame the gang over or to arrange something 
vered for the kids. Menu planning can be 
ering kept within a reasonable budget—the 
true simpler, the better. The Home Service 
Section also offers helpful hints on how 
and to make a custard that the family will 

















enjoy—all in keeping with February’s 
holidays. 
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{ large, spacious living room is artistically done in green tones. Modern brick fireplace gives a homey touch. Wall-to-wall car- 
pet in dark green is used throughout the entire house and gives a cool, livable effect. 











mg Island home of Rose Morgan is English Cotswald 
ture, made of cement and brick with plenty of shrub- 
and trees. Large back yard has a lovely garden. 


Simple Elegance 
For Small Homes 


eee SATISFACTION in buying and furnishing a 

home is the most pertinent factor to be considered in such © 
a project, and it is a wise buyer who chooses the house and 
the furniture he feels he can live with, regardless of all the 
advice of friends and decorators. 

With these thoughts foremost in her mind, Rose Morgan, 
New York beautician and cosmetologist, selected her “dream 
house” and its furnishings. Miss Morgan, a bachelor girl, and 
not inclined to large-scale entertaining, felt that a moderately 
small home would be the solution to her problems. 

Accordingly, she chose an English-style, semi-modern eight- 
room brick house on New York’s fashionable Long Island, with 
a large back yard where she could have a flower garden and 
ample space for relaxing during the summer months. 

The interior of the house is artistically done in shades of her 
own choice—soft greens in all tones, with reds and blacks domi- 
nating modern draperies and furniture. Because she felt that 
she had no need to hurry, Miss Morgan took her time, furnish- 
ing the rooms one by one, allowing for little accessories that 
she could pick up as she saw fit. 

All rooms are moderately large and designed to be lived in, 
since Miss Morgan feels that after a hard day at work, the 
feeling of comfort and freedom in her home should be fore- 
most, so that she can enjoy her surroundings to the fullest. 








Two modern sectional couches are used in attractive positions with unusual shaped coffee table. Mirrors and lamps have been effec- 
tively used. A wide, carved archway opens into the dining room. 


oe 
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eight- 
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Master bedroom shown has extra large special-built bed with tufted Guest bedroom in home has large, spacious Hollywood bed 
headboard. Color motif in the room is rose and chartreuse. Dra- with modern furniture in blond mahogany. The other guest 
Peries throughout the house are window length and wall-to-wall. room has twin beds and is done in ultra-modern furnishings. 
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.RTY DRESSES exquisitely fashioned from frosty or- Still a third method of getting the most wear out of the 
ndy, rich felt and quilted broadcloth always make a dresses is to choose a reversible style that can be worn on 
ip ensemble that gives any little girl the feel and look either side. Practical mothers, interested in stretching a 
airy princess. A combination of soft and crisp fabrics small clothes budget as far as possible, will appreciate the 
nterest in texture contrast and color harmony. __ economy of such a choice. 
ical of these are the exclusive creations in children’s Having the right clothes for the right occasion is never 


ttle girls’ fashions for holiday and resort wear now have 








FASHION 


Party Dresses 
For Little 
Misses 





s-A-Belle” is a black felt pinafore dress with a circle skirt featuring daintily-scalloped hemline and bodice. One side has ap- 
ed ducks on bodice and skirt. Reverse side has flowers appliqued on pocket and bodice. All seams are concealed. Price, $25. 


hown on these pages—all designed by Mrs. Dorothy 
ider of Atlanta, mother of three, who supplies some 
finest stores there. 


assured merely by having a large collection. This advice 
applies to children as well as to adults in clothing selection. 
One should aim for a few well-chosen clothes, all in top- 
notch wearing condition. 


inent attention placed on gaily-colored fabrics and deli- ; . 
awe Basically, party dresses should get more attention from 


feminine clothes. These holiday dresses serve double, 


nes triple, uses. When worn without a blouse, the the buyer than clothes for everyday wear because consider- 


res are ideal for summer parties or resort wear. Add ably more money is going into their purchase. Good fabrics 


le blouse of matching color, and a completely different and excellent workmanship are leading qualities to look for 
is the amazing result. when selecting such clothing. 
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Pink pinafore dress is of fine imported Swiss organdy with 

three tiers of pleated ruffles on the skirt and a built-in 

petticoat of ballcon cloth. Yellow embroidered organdy 

dress has detachable shoulder scallops. Pink dress, $39; 
yellow dress, $35. 















Two-in-one dress of black taffeta is of two distinct designs. The 

party side has a pink apron front and pink collar and cuffs. Reverse 

side has a black and white checked ruffle which conceals would-be 

wrong side of the hem. The dress has two sashes and two sets of 
buttons. Price, $29. 








Simple elegance is achieved in hand-quilted white broad- 

cloth pinafore ensemble which comes with matching bloom- 

ers and cap. An extra bib is attached to the bloomers, 

which can be worn separately. Tiny acorn buttons and 
white cord are the only trim. Price, $59. 
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Yellow organdy dress, embroidered in white, can be worn two ways. 
Large taffeta sash and small corded shoulder straps give effect of a 
“little formal.” A built-in yellow taffeta slip eliminates sagging, 
and when detachable shoulder folds are attached, dress becomes a 
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Baked Custard With Honey 


r 8 custard cups and place 1 tbsp. of honey or a few sliced nuts in the bottom of each. Heat 1 qt. milk to scalding and add 1% cup honey 
few grains of salt. Beat 5 eggs and stir in milk gradually. Strain mixture and pour into custard cups. Set cups in pan of hot water and 
bake in a 325° F. oven about 50 minutes or until knife blade comes out clean. 


Custards 
Are 


Popular 


vs slightly, then slowly add hot milk to beaten eggs, stir- 
ring only enough to mix. Add I tsp. vanilla. 





— CAN BE more delightful 

to the taste than a velvety-smooth 
baked custard, made of rich, creamy 
milk and vitamin-rich eggs. Children 
love its delicate flavor and adults herald 
it as the dessert best suited to the finicky 


diner. 
Proof of. the pudding is still in the 


eating and homemakers are finding that 
the eye-appeal test must be passed or 
the palate will not get a chance. For 
this reason, the popularity of custards 
is increasing, for, with a bright-colored 
sauce or a dash of jelly, a plain custard 
can be transformed into a beautiful taste 
delight. 


w, 
‘% " 


Mix 2% cups milk, ¥ tsp. salt and 13 cup sugar in top of a 
double boiler and heat ingredients to scalding. 





p honey 
ater and 


Golden Custard 








Beat 2 egg yolks and 1 whole egg thoroughly and add 14% cups milk and mix. Combine %4 cup sugar, 1 tbsp. flour, and pinch of salt; add egg 
and milk mixture slowly. Cook over hot water, stirring constantly, until mixture coats spoon and is slightly thickened. Remove from heat imme- 
diately and add % tsp. vanilla. Chill before serving. Serves 6. 


It is easy to turn out a perfect custard 
but unless the homemaker has mastered 
a few tested cooking tips, the result can 
be far from desirable. Custards should 
be baked at a low temperature, for, if 
cooked too long at a high temperature, 
they become tough, porous and curdle 


easily. Overbeating the eggs can bring 


Fill slightly buttered custard cups and place in a shallow pan. Pour 
hot water around cups to depth of 1 inch. 


similarly disastrous results. Very hot 
water should be used for the bath to 
surround the custard cups and fresh 
milk will insure a sweet product. 

Too much sugar will raise the setting 
temperature so high that curdling will 
result before the custard sets. Fruits 
with high acid content, such as lemons, 


cannot be used in large quantities as 
they hasten curdling. Before pouring 
the mixture into the cups, butter them 
lightly so that the custards will slip out 
easily when ready to serve. 

Below is a step-by-step recipe for 


making a basic custard. 


Bake until sharp-pointed knife inserted in center comes out 
clean, about 30 minutes. Remove custard from cups and serve. 
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CHILD CARE 











ting Johnny or Mary to bed can be made easy if parents will plan pre-bedtime activities which will provide fun and entertainment. 


Bed Time Can Be Fun For All 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


HOUSANDS OF MOTHERS the na- 
n over listened engrossed recently 
a network variety show “emcee” 
ted a youth who claimed to have 
ted a never-miss method of get- 
young children to sleep without a 
Following the usual mike-side 

alk, he revealed his secret: 
t put the kid on the edge of the 
he youth advised, “‘and he'll drop 

2 minute.” 

ing from studio-audience laygh- 
was a good joke. For numerous 
however, the problem of bed- 
far from a joke; it is, instead, the 
lifficult period of the day for them. 
ead time usually comes not long 
nner, and is begun when the par- 
efully announces, “It’s bed-time.” 


Reacting as quickly as a light to a 
switch, Mary, age 6, will say, “May | 
have a glass of water, Mommy?” David, 
age 8, will have to go to the bathroom, 
or will plead to remain up until the 
Hopalong Cassidy picture is ended on 
television. If Mother, or Daddy, or 
both, insist that it is bedtime, little Mary 
and little David, their distractions hav- 
ing failed, will then whimper or throw 
tantrums. Or, after going to their bed- 
rooms with a minimum of resistance, 
they will stay awake for hours, calling 
to each other, playing games, or dream- 
ing up mischievous bits to further be- 
devil Mother and Daddy. 

This nightly episode is avoided and 
bedtime is fun for all when parents 
thoughtfully prepare for the post-dinner 


hours with their children. Such a pro- 
gram, which seldom fails to reward both 
parents and children, requires only 1) 
a plan; 2) interest; and 3) the spirit 
of fun. A definite amount of time and 
attention should be devoted to the chil- 
dren. Once the plan is effected, there 
should be no change, excepting in cases 
of emergency, for which the children 
have not been prepared. And, parents 
must be willing to do what children will 
most enjoy. 

This, of course, brings up games, for 
all normal, healthy youngsters like to 
play. Roughly, games in the pre-bed- 
time period can be broken down into 
two groups, those played mainly for fun 
and those designed to instruct children 
as well as en- (Continued on Page 60) 
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HELP PREVENT DRY, CRACKING HAIR 


CAUSED BY ABUSE AND NEGLECT 
DON'T WAIT UNTIL IT’S TOO LATE 


DOES IT 


Of om: F-Ya 


TOO FAST? 





GIVE YOURSELF THIS TREATMENT JUST ONCE 


That's AN We Ask — Just One Trial — You Will Marvel At The Results. 
You Will Be Absolutely Amazed Or It Doesn't Cost You One Penny. 
This Fine Care With Latest Formulas Aids ia Preventing DRY, .CRACK- 
ng IT MAY BE THE ANSWER TO YOUR HAIR AND SCALP 








- ie rr a me. ca y \ aT > . z 
While there is something new under the sun, almost every doy, 
Beavticians, Expert Hairdressers and Dermatologists all are familiar 
HELP N DRY, with the use of LANOLIN. In recent years, it has been believed that 
CHOLESTROL is the active ingredient of LANOLIN. CHOLESTROL is 
CRACKING HAIR FINAL STEP an ingredient found in all vegetables, in all animals, and in our 


Being a woman, your hair is in need of either wn bodies. It is now possible for chemists to produce a synthetic 





; . ‘ HOLESTROL, which makes it possible to use CHOLESTROL in this 
waving, marcelling or pressing. — ; 
9, 9 or pressing. If you press, special hair and scalp treatment. Your hair grows from the follicles 


be certain to use the special Homogenized located in the tissues of your scalp. The condition of your hair 
Formula enclosed with your treatment. This depends upon the normal health of your scalp. The LANOLIN Cream 
formula contains micro-wax which melts with Shoempoo which you receive with this treatment is to be used as a 


the heat of the comb and water-proofs the  Shompoe to cleanse the hair and scalp. 

hair, and at the same time helps to hold the Yay get everything, the LS.C. Balsam Treatment, the LANOLIN 
setting or styling. Shampoo, the DH12 Formula containing CHOLESTROL and the special 
THIS SPECIAL PRESSING COMPOUND RESISTS PERSP!- Homogenized Formula, all a real value, formerly $4.75, but all you 


RATION AND KEEPS YOUR HAIR LOOKING LOVELIER, 
LONGER. HELPS PREVENT OVER- PRESSED, pry. Pay now is only $2.98, plus postage. Follow directions and you will 


CRACKING HAIR CONDITION. bless the day you tried this proper way. 


SEND NO MONEY rite in couron-TEAR OFF AND MAIL NOW! 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, Inc., Brooklyn 23, N. Y. Dept. YL-2 
Jsreciar 3 MONTH SIZE TREATMENT MONEY BACK GUARANTEE r 
I would like to try your special hair and scalp treatment. Send me one Regular Orde 
I size Jar of L.S.C. Balsam Treatment containing LANOIJIN Sulphur. Castor Oil and 
Balsam of Peru—A Jar of. Lanolin Cream Shampoo. A Regular Size Jar of DH-12 Now 
Formula containing CHOLESTROL and a Regular Size of Homogenized Pressing 
Cream to be used for pressing. waving or marcelling made with micro-wax, 
LANOLIN Emulsion. Mineral Oils, all power-homogenized into a protective, lubri- 
cating formula. Send me everything. On delivery collect $2.98, plus postage. 
I must be delighted and pleased in every way or every cent will be refunded. 
I am pleased. | will tell my friends about this wonderful system treatment 















and of the benelits of LANOLIN and CHOLESTROL. Send everything to: 

















[ NAME 
[ ADDRESS 
CITY ZONE STATE 
[ YOU GET ENOUGH OF EVERYTHING TO LAST 3 MONTHS 


The treatment as described here should be taken every two weeks. The heir will stey 
lovely cusied. waved or pressed until the shampoo is gives. The benefits of the overnight 
antiseptic treatment are best when spread at intervals of two weeks and oe before the 
j ary shamp Full directions come on each jar ia this treatment. A 100% money back 
ucrantee will be included im yous package along with the Doctor's Booklet on Hair ead 
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HEALTH 


Female 


Trouble 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


futhor of “The Biology Of the Negro” 


Li” 


expressions to 


PEOPLE have a number of pet 
their ill- 
es which are vague in meaning and 


express 


no place in the vocabulary of physi- 


‘Nervous breakdown,” “gas on 
and “female trouble” are 


They might 


) anything and are usually guesses 


stomach,” 


‘al of such phrases. 


he patient as to what is really wrong. 
article concerns some of the condi- 
that might be considered “female 
Die. , 
viously, “female trouble” refers to 
ises peculiar to women but as there 
many such diseases, this expression 
1ave no specific meaning. It is gen- 
used by women who do not take 
rouble to get a more precise diag- 
from a physician and who, through 
isdirected economy or a false idea of 
their 


vetence, undertake to direct 


reatment. 
Vhile “female trouble” may mean any 
of women there are some condi- 


that are more commonly included. 


f these are considered here. 





Consultation with doctor is absolutely vital in all cases where female trouble is sus- 








pected. He is only one who can determine trouble. 


Probably the commonest of all female 
complaints is that known as leukorrhea 
or “whites.” There are probably very few 
women who have not at times had a 
discharge that soiled their clothing. The 
discharge may be scanty or it may be 
profuse enough to require the daily use 
of several napkins. 

Leukorrhea jis not a disease itself but 
is a symptom of some underlying abnor- 
mality. The commonest basic abnormal- 
ity is the irritation which is the sequel of 
the mania that most women have for 
douches. ‘They have the mistaken idea 
that douches should be a part of the 
daily toilet. Nothing is farther from the 
truth. The normal vaginal cavity main- 
tains itself in a healthy state by means 
of protective secretions. When douches 
are taken these purposeful secretions are 
washed away thus exposing the naked 
tissues to infection with harmful bac- 
teria. 

Oftentimes harsh irritating drugs are 
added to the douches. 


natural protective fluids washed away 


Not only are the 


but severe inflammations are set up by 


the strong solutions. Nature does not re- 
quire the help of douches to keep the 
vagina clean and healthy. The toilet of 
a healthy woman should only include a 
daily bath of the external organs. Nature 
will keep the inside clean. 

Another frequent cause of leukorrhea 
is the presence of a foreign object in the 
vagina. Women who use the tampon type 
of menstrual pad will sometimes acci- 
dentally detach a portion on removal. 
Fragments of contraceptives, cotton, 
pessaries, douche nozzles, and other ob- 
jects have at times and to the surprise 
of the patient been removed and shown 
to be the source of a discharge. 

Having a baby is often followed by a 
leukorrhea. It usually means that the 
mother has not had the best medical 
care. The discharge means one of two 
things, either the womb was not com- 
pletely emptied during delivery or that 
the mother was torn during delivery and 
the tears were not promptly repaired. 
Whenever some of the afterbirth remains 
this material decomposes and becomes 
infected with bacteria. This causes a very 
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copious discharge with a foul odor that 
is apparent to the woman’s associates. 

It is very common for a mother to be 
torn when delivering a baby. However, 
the tears are easily sewed up and this 
should be done as soon as the baby is 
safely born. If neglected they result in 
a severe deformity of the female organs, 
one of the sequels of which is leukor- 
rhea. 

A serious cause of leukorrhea is gon- 
orrhea. The discharge, as inconvenient 
as it is, is only a minor event as com- 
pared to the extensive damage this dis- 
ease can cause. When gonorrhea begins 
it affects the lower part of the womb, 
called the cervix, which forms the roof of 
the vagina. The cervix becomes inflamed 
and pours out fluid and pus which make 
up the discharge. Unless thoroughly and 
completely treated at this stage, the dis- 
ease spreads upward to cause damage 
that cannot be repaired. 

Therefore, every woman who has a 
discharge, no matter how innocent she 
may be, should be examined for gonor- 
thea, This is easily done because the 
discharge in gonorrhea contains millions 
of the germs and all the doctor has to 
do is to put a drop of it under his micro- 
scope. Gonorrhea causes its damage in- 
sidiously and the patient may be entirely 
unaware of the extensive destruction go- 
ing on in her body. Several years may 
elapse between the first discharge and 
final evidence of severe disease. 

To the patient, who may not know its 
significance, leukorrhea is usually just a 
nuisance. There are other forms of “fe- 
male trouble” that are more insistent 
in attracting attention and are more 
obvious in indicating that something 
is wrong. These are disturbances of 
menstruation which may be painful 
menstruation (dysmenorrhea) , excessive 
menstruation (metrorrhagia), or the 
lack of menstruation (amenorrhea). 

Dysmenorrhea attracts the most atten- 
tion because it may be so painful, even 
crippling. It not only disturbs the pa- 
tient but it disturbs the doctor because 
he cannot always find a cause for it and 
he must find a cause before he can re- 
lieve it. 

One of the frequent causes is a dis- 
placement of the womb. The menstrual 
blood, which arises in this organ, cannot 
escape to the outside if the womb 
kinked by being bent too far back or too 
far forward. The blood in such a dis- 
placed organ (Continued on Page 61) 
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CREAM 


GUARANTEES RESULTS 


See for yourself what millions 
have already proven about the 
wonderful bleaching and clearing 
action of NADINOLA Cream. See 
how it gives your skin that 
creamier, brighter, clearer ap- 
pearance that makes you look 
your best— makes your life sud- 
denly more exciting—so that 
men look at you with new inter- 
est and women say, “how lucky 


'”? 


she is to have such lovely skin! 


FOR OILY SKIN 


New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream 
contains nooil, eee 
Light skinand 

shine at the same 
time. 75¢ and $1.25. 








FROM JUST ONE JAR! 


NADINOLA works so fast, results 
are guaranteed from just one jar! 
Use it to lighten your complexion, 
to loosen blackheads, to make 
your skin feel softer and smooth- 
er, look clearer and lovelier. 
There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA 
—one specially for oily skin, the 
other for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleach- 
ing and clearing action, both 
fully guaranteed. Get NADINOLA! 


FOR DRY SKIN 


The original, ever- 
famous Nadinola 
Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cos- 
metic oils to relieve 
dryness. 60¢ and $1 








SELL UM QuE Aame-um-Skiel Notes 
Earn EXTRA MONEY! aN 


Now, at last, you can offer your friends these 


excitingly di erent notes! Just showi ae 
ay les pays you $25.00 profit on only 50 
ifferent | SELL THE UNUSUAL! New 
Hee in Kiddy Greetings, Game: pocks: Cate Salt 
tern 


Shakers. new Secret Pal, * Friendshi Star, 
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Learn Profitable Profession 
in QO days at Home 


Swedish i ty Bn ay tay 
money 

work fall pare time with doctors or in 

a, health» rts, het 


The College of Swedish Massage 
rf. “Dept. 3468, 41£. Pearson, Chicagoii 
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TO HELP THE SICK 
There’s always a demand—at high pay— 
for those skilled in caring for the sick. 
You can learn in spare time to be a nurse’s 

a aide, practical nurse or infant nurse. Men 
and women, 18-60. High school not required! Physi- 
cians endorse course; graduates get jobs quickly. Easy 
payments; earn as you learn. Trial plan. 54th year. 

CHICAGO —, OF NURSING 
Dept. 772, 41 East Pearson Street, Chicage 11, Il. 
Please send me free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
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ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 


Same price for fall length or bust 
pet 


it mail photo, 
shot (any size ry receive 7 
pg 


Bortrait quality paper: pos: 
tae. fake advantage of this amazing offer. ‘ 
Professional Art Studies, 534S. Main, Dept. 53-8, Princeton, Mlimels 


























TRAVELER'S CHECK 
Rayon checked 
meanswear suiting. 
Easy sleeves dolman 
into a slim waist, 

a slim, pocketed skirt. 
in black, grey, 

cocoa check. 














































Boats oe / 


598 Breadway, New York 12 


PREPAID. Enclose price ee 3% cents 
for postage. You save C.0.0. charges. 
C.0.D. You pay price, plus eee and 
C.0.D. charges. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
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Send 10¢ for Beautiful Fashion Catalog 
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ar easy Tintz Touch-up 
Pencil colors gray, faded 
hair at roots, parting, tem- 
ples. Like lipstick. In’ metal 
PLUS swivel case. Won't rub off, 
TAX but washes out. SEND NO 
MONEY. Deposit with post- 
man on delivery only $1 plus 

tax and C.0.D. postage on 
gnaraatee of satisfaction ou 


: Money Back. State shade: 


ack and Dark Brown. Mail order now to: 


TINTZ CO., 
Dept. 723-P, 230 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 1, Il. 
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Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 5) 


sooner or later that there are many differ- 
ent kinds of love, and that eventually even 
the most passionate affair cools off, settles 
down on an even keel and becomes 
rene” if it is to endure. Keep what you 
have, my girl, because from what you’ve 
told me of your “first love,” the cards seem 
to be stacked against you. 


“ 
se- 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I don’t know whether anyone can help 
me out of this spot, but I’m asking you for 
advice, anyway. I have been living with a 
man who is not my husband for over a 
year now. I didn’t enter this kind of affair 
willingly, but because I was going to have 
a baby. When I started going around with 
this man, I thought he was single, and he 
told me he wanted to marry me. After 
dating him for five months, I found out I 
was pregnant, but then he hedged about 
marrying me, and told me he already had 
a wife. He showed me a letter from her 
saying she would never give him a divorce. 

I became hysterical, and he told me that 
things would work out if I would come to 
live with him. He said he would buy the 
rings so nobody would be suspicious, and 
when and if he could get a divorce would 
marry me right away. I didn’t want it that 
way, but I was only 21, and scared to death 
of what my mother and the other people 
in our small community would think, so I 
agreed. 

I almost died when my baby came, and 
will never be able to have other children. 
I have been sick ever since the baby was 
born. His divorce is final in another month, 
but my “boy friend” no longer loves me, 
says he is going to tell my parents the 
whole story. He writes other women, pro- 
poses to them, and leaves their letters 
around so I can see them. [| still love him, 
though. What can I do to make him love 
me? 5. 
Dear J.: 

I doubt that you can make him love you, 
and I’m not sure it would be worth the 
try. Your case is so complicated that I sug- 
gest that you see a good lawyer. He may 
be able to find some way to make your 
“boy friend” support the baby, and _per- 
haps you also. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 17, and my cousin who lives with 
me is 17, too. She has a very nice young 
boy friend, but she is in love with a mar- 
ried man who has three children. I told 
her that it is wrong to slip away to meet 
him as she does, but she always gives me 
a hot answer. Do you think I should con- 
tinue to offer advice even though it isn’t 
appreciated ? M.B. 
Dear M.B.: 

Some people just have to learn by ex- 
perience. Other people’s advice doesn’t 
make a dent at all. Your cousin needs the 





guidance of some older person whom she 
respects, and maybe she needs a good 
whack with a brush on her backsides. In 
the absence of these things, she will need 
your continued friendship and occasional 
advice, for when this intriguing dream 
blows up in her face, she will want help 
in picking up the pieces. Continue your 
campaign if you like, but don’t be hurt if 
it is not successful. If you can secure the 
help of some trustworthy adult to whom 
this girl will listen, by all means do sg 
quickly. 





I’ve Never Been Kissed 
(Continued from Page 23) 


show houses and sometimes get wild ideas 
about entertainers, even girls like me. 
From the many stories we read about sex 
criminals, mother has a right to be con- 
cerned. 

I get plenty of fan letters, and many of 
them are from cranks as well as nice peo- 
ple who like my singing. Some of them 
want to marry me. The song that made 
me famous, Candy Store Blues, had a line 
in it which goes, “The man that I marry 
got to own a candy store.” Little boys 
used to write me saying that they were 
saving their pennies to buy one for me. 
Now that my songs have changed to the 
more grownup numbers (they just don’t 
write songs for girls of 15), hits like 
Rockabye Baby bring letters that offer to 
buy more than candy. 

I’m too young to think about love but 
not too young to idolize one guy; my fav- 
orite, Billy Eckstine. He’s so handsome 
and can sing so pretty. I play all his rec- 
ords, : 

I know some girls who would feel that 


they were being persecuted if they had to | 


live by the rigid rules my parents have 
laid down for me. They would feel that 
they were tied to their mother’s apron 
strings if they were as closely supervised 
and as well protected, but I think I am 
lucky to have a mother who is so interested 
in my welfare. 

My life may be a sheltered one, but a 
young girl in show business welcomes that 
kind of sheltering. I hope that I shall nev- 
er get so old and so big that I will feel 
that I no longer need it. I hope that | 
have my mother to guide me for quite some 
time yet. 

While I am no longer the innocent, little 
tyke who first gained national fame by 
singing nursery rhymes, I realize that | 
am too young to try to act like a grown 
woman, while I am still a young girl. 

When I am old enough to go on dates 
alone and to take a real interest in the boys, 
I will have my first kiss. Until then, I shall 
be happy with my music and content with 
having a good time with the boys I know, 














without indulging in kissing. 
THE END 
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(Continued from Page 27) 


suddenly didn’t know what to do with 
themselves. “You you're going to see 
Betty?” she faltered. 

“Why sure! What else?” 

“All right. Chris,” she said gently. “Only 
things have changed since you’ve been 
gone. But I'll wait up for you. We'll 
have coffee like old times before you turn 
in.” 

Again I felt that twinge of apprehen- 
sion. Why was Mom acting so oddly? But 
I was so happy. I let it ride. I gave Mom 
a hard hug and left. The snow was thin- 
ning out; the air was cold and sweet and 
good. 

Everything was sweet and good. Two 
years ago. I’d received my degree in en- 
gineering at Brandywyne Tech and had 
finally landed a job with the Bradmille 
Construction Company. The only flaw was 
I had to go to Brazil. I didn’t see how 
I could leave Betty. She’d been against it, 
too, at first. 

Finally, however, she’d agreed the Brazil 
job was much better than anything | 
could get in the States. We were young, 
she'd said; a year or so away from each 
other wouldn’t make too much difference. 
She that if Id 
enough so she could stay home and take 
care of her old Aunty with whom she lived, 
everything would be all right. 

So I'd gone to Brazil. 

And I’d_ been lucky. 
judged a man on his work and ability, and 
not his color. Almost from the first. they’d 
asked me to conferences, invited my opin- 


said send her money, 


My employers 


ion on problems. I'd received several ad- 
vancements, and a week ago. the general 
manager, Jim O’Ryan. had flown down 
from Dallas. Mr. O’Ryan had called me 
in, praised my work, told me I was to have 
amonth’s vacation, and that on my return | 
would be chief engineer on a 120-mile 
stretch of road and bridge construction. 
As such, I would have permanent quarters, 
quarters to which I could bring a wife. 

For a time, I thought I’d actually die of 
pure joy. And why? Because of Betty 
Lee. Betty had been my inspiration. Oth- 
erwise, I couldn’t have far so 
quickly, 

And now, as I neared the nightlife sec- 
tion of Little Harlem, my whole body 
tingled with thoughts of Betty. Because of 
her, I'd return to Brazil to a wonderful job. 
If I made a success of it, and I intended 
to, then there’d be better places, places 
back in civilization where Betty and I could 
live normal lives. We could have a real 
home, children, and make a place for our- 
selves in the world. 


gone so 





Besides, I had almost a thousand dollars 
in my pocket. Every month I'd sent Betty 
five hundred of my pay check, and I'd kept 
a hundred. But you can’t spend much in 
a jungle, so I had most of mine. and I 
knew Betty had put at least half of the 
five hundred I'd sent her in a savings ac- 
count for us. 

With all this, do you wonder why I 
thought I had the world handcuffed? I 
was riding in the clouds. 


ENTERED the that lined 

with Little Harlem’s niteries and gam- 
bling dens. Without thinking. I 
to the Night Owl. wanted to 
prolong the sweetness of seeing Betty just 
Eighteen months was a brief 


street was 
crossed 


Somehow, I 


a bit longer. 
time in some respects; in others. it was a 
long time. Maybe Betty had changed. ... 

I pushed through the doors. felt the 
warm fragrance of beer and pine. Former- 
ly, the Night Owl had been an ordinary 
beer joint, but it had been vastly enlarged, 
had graduated to a swank night club with 
a horseshoe bar. knotty pine paneling. and 
elegant booths. Evidently it was under 
new management as I recognized neither 
of the two bartenders. 

A few the 
bar; a few more were with their girls in 
booths. It was early: later on, the place 
probably would be filled to overflow. At 
the back, a girl swayed slightly. gracefully 
at the piano. fingering softly. intriguingly 
I Still Feel the Same About There 
was something familiar about her back. 


soldiers were on stools at 


You. 


about the rich glow of her luxurious raven 
hair. but I wasn’t interested. I took a stool 
at the bar, ordered a beer. 

The barman, a squat, tough-looking citi- 
zen, brought my beer. waited till I paid. 
His small piggish eyes raked me over, siz- 
ing me up. He was a tough baby. Old 
Sugar-do Joe. who’d owned the Night Owl 
before I left. hadn’t hired this boy. 

I smiled. glanced around. “Looks like 
there’s been some changes made in the 
last year or two.” 

“Yeah.” the barman admitted. “Rocky 
Turner always makes changes when he 
takes over a joint.” 

Rocky Turner! 
around Kaytown. 
Turner had come to the Southwest 


Things had changed 
Ten years ago. Rocky 
from 
the East as a representative of the gam- 
He’d opened gambling 
sections of Dallas, 
And now, 


bling syndicate. 
dives in the 
Fort Worth, Houston, all over. 
he was operating here. 

Well, it was nothing to me. In a few 
days, Betty and I would be married, and 
I'd take her away for keeps. 

I sipped my beer, rehearsed and relished 
again how I'd tell Betty our wonderful 
news about my job.... 

At my elbow. a soft husky voice said, 
“Tt’s good to have you home, Chris Dan- 


colored 


ton.” 

I turned. It was the pianist. Alicia 
Harte. I should have known it was Alicia 
back there. Only her long beautifully- 


tapered fingers could coax such soft, sweet 
agony out of a keyboard. 

“Hello, Alicia.” I pushed my beer away, 
stood up. “Nice seeing you again, but I’m 
in sort of a rush.” 

“To see Betty?” she asked quietly. 

“That’s right,” I admitted, and started 
away. 

“Chris!” 
sharp. 

I turned back impatiently. I didn’t want 
to hurt Alicia, but I didn’t want any trou- 
ble either. Two years ago and before I'd 
met Betty. Alicia had filled my world with 
stardust. After I’d met Betty, I'd told 
Alicia it was over, washed up. Alicia had 
taken it gracefully: there’d been no ill-feel- 
ing. 

Now, I looked down at her. Her velvet 
brown eyes with their unbelievably-long 
lashes were still star-filled. The stars were 
disturbed now, but they were there. 

She wore a full black skirt and a billowy- 
sleeved white blouse. She was still remark- 
ably slender; had the same cool charm and 
dignity that had first attracted me. Her 
skin was pure satin. and there was some- 
thing fine and gallant about her delicately 
cut face. Beautiful. much too beautiful, but 
Tiny Betty with her rich- 
ly ripe curves and small, heart-shaped face. 

I said, “Alicia, we washed it up two years 
ago. Let’s let it stay .. .” 

“I’m not trying to unwash it, Chris.’ 
laughed a little. “But I want to talk to you. 
About Betty.” 

“Oh.” I didn’t like it. 
conversation, and my tone was nastier than 
I'd meant it to be. I said. “Alicia. I'm sur- 
prised to find you working for Rocky 
Turner. His girls have quite a reputation. 
Or used to.” 

Fire flamed in her eyes. “I am not one 
of Rocky’s girls, I play the piano here. I 
get paid for that, and that’s all!” The fire 
suddenly died down and was replaced by a 
“Chris, let’s take a 
It may save you 


Alicia’s voice was low, but 


she wasn’t Betty. 


* She 


I switched the 


desperate urgency. 
walk. I must talk to you. 
some grief later on.” 

I frowned, liking it less and less. Betty 
was terribly jealous. If she found out I'd 
been walking with another girl. especially 
an old flame, before seeing her, I'd be on a 
red-hot grill. Yet. Alicia’s intense man- 
ner indicated strongly that what she had 
to tell me wasn’t just cat-chat. 

I waited till she got her coat and told the 
barman she’d be gone for a bit. The place 
was quickly filling up now; more soldiers 
and civilians were crowding in. 

Alicia and I stepped outside. The snow 
was thicker now, but it was no longer sweet 
and clean. All at once. everything had gone 
sour for me. I set a fast pace; I wanted to 
get away from the crowds before someone 
recognized me and told Betty I’d been with 
Alicia. 

Without actually realizing where we were 
going, I led Alicia back to Mom Owens’, 
and on around the house to the spacious 
backyard. We stopped beyond some tall 
arborvitae trees, near the barbecue pit. 
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drink slipped from my fingers. 


A wave of memories struck me. During 
the summers a few years ago, and when I 
had little or no money, Alicia and I had 
spent countless evenings back here, bar- 
becuing franks and hamburgers. We'd been 
terribly happy; there’d been a_ swiftly 
bright and clean flame between us. 

[ pushed the memories away and looked 
down at Alicia. Snowflakes had caught in 
her long lashes, were sprinkled in her hair. 
They sparkled like an array of sapphires 
in the soft glow of the street light on the 
corner. A sharp ache touched my throat; 
I shook my head to clear it. 

“All right,” I said coldly. “What do 
you have to tell me about Betty?” 

Alicia didn’t reply. She moved closer, 
put her hands on my cheeks and tried to 
pull my mouth down to the satin softness 
of hers. Her slender, supple body was 
against me, inviting ... I recalled the 
long months in Brazil; the savagely beauti- 
ful native girls ’'d passed up; the long un- 
bearable nights I’d twisted on my cot, fight- 
ing insects and longing for Betty, wanting 
her. Eighteen months without a girl... . 

It took every ounce of strength I pos- 
sessed to take Alicia’s hands down and 
push her away. 

I laughed. My voice was a knife. “Alicia, 
[ wouldn’t have believed you'd try a cheap 
trick like this. Try to cut Betty out with 
body bait.” 

Alicia slapped me hard. “You fool!” 
she whispered furiously. “You poor, blind 
fool!” She whirled and ran. 


| STOOD there, trembling with both con- 
fusion and anger. What had happened? 
[ couldn’t go to Betty right now, not the 


way | felt. I saw the light in Mom Owens’ 
kitchen. I thought of going in, talking it 


over with Mom. But Mom had never liked 
Betty, so she wouldn’t understand. What I 
needed was a drink. 

Maybe I could recapture that crazy-sweet 
happiness I'd felt when I got off the train. 
[ knew I couldn’t, but I had to try. And 
I don’t know just why, but I went back to 
the Night Owl. 

Alicia was at the piano again, playing 
some blues that sobbed with bitterness and 
heartache. The place was jammed. I 
pulled my hat low, made my way to a stool 
against the wall at one end of the bar. I 
hoped no one would recognize me; I didn’t 
want to talk to anyone right now. I needed 
i little time to straighten out my thoughts. 

[ ordered a drink, put it away and asked 
for another. Two soldiers sat next to me, 
drinking beer, and watching the crowd. 
Looking for girls, no doubt. 

Suddenly, one of the soldiers said, “Holy 
tomato! Man, look at that doll!” 

“Yeah,” his companion agreed, “but you 
mustn’t touch. That’s Rocky Turner’s girl.” 

[ turned, followed their excited gaze. My 
The doll 
vas Betty Lee! Tiny Betty, moving from 
booth to booth, greeting the patrons. A 
Rocky Turner’s place. Also 
She was wearing a white 


hostess in 
Rocky’s girl. 
m=, 


Jes 


satin gown, and above the waist there 
wasn’t enough material to wad a shotgun. 
My head pounded wildly; the room tilted 
dangerously. 

It couldn’t be Betty. Not my Betty. Not 
the Betty who, eighteen months ago, had 
sobbed when I left, had promised to wait 
forever for me. “Oh, Chris, darling.” she’d 
whispered, “you’re my world, my every- 
thing. I don’t mind waiting. Just as soon 
as you have a real job, Pll come to you. 
Or you can come for me. Oh, my darling, 
my darling. . . .” 

No, this couldn’t be that Betty. But it 
was. Through a vicious red haze of fury 
and hurt, I saw her move on back toward 
the piano and to a table set out and away 
from the booths. As Betty reached the 
table, a tall, broad-shouldered man rose. 
and with a flashing smile held Betty’s chair. 
The man was Rocky Turner. As Betty sat 
down, his hand dropped on her bare back 
in an unmistakably intimate gesture that 
said Betty was his property, his personal 
and private property. 

So this was why Mom Owens had acted 
so funny; this was why Alicia had thrown 
herself at me tonight. It sickened me to 
my teeth. Betty had always had a deep 
affection for money, and although I'd sent 
her most of my salary, she’d gone to green- 
er pastures. The little money I'd sent he 
had probably been pocket change after 
she’d hooked Rocky Turner. 

I dropped my overcoat and hat on the 
stool, and through a blinding haze made 
my way to their table. I didn’t look at 
Turner. Just at Betty. She was lovely. all 
right. The luxuriant gown brought out the 
intriguing fullness of her tiny figure. The 
profusion of diamonds on her slim arms 
and fingers glittered like a jewelry store 
display. 

I said. “Hello, Betty. Remember me?” 

She looked up. “Oh, Chris!” she gasped. 
and her small sultry face turned stiff with 
ae See ras 

“Well, well,” Turner remarked in an 
amused voice. “So this is the young bridge 
jockey you used to go about with. Sit 
down, fella. Have a drink.” His tone was 
an insult. 

I barely heard him. 
Betty, hating her for the months of sweat 
and work and loneliness. I said, “So 
you couldn’t wait. The jingle of dia- 
monds and folding green was too much for 
you, you cheap little cat peddler!” I 
reached down, slapped her hard across the 
mouth. 

Turner shot up, moved around the table 
with the swiftness of a striking snake. I 
stepped back, ducked a vicious right and 
drove the heel of my hand up against his 
chin. Turner went sprawling back on the 
floor and almost into the piano. He twirled 
over, cat-like, and landed on his feet. He 
was after me. He meant to kill me; his 
evil eyes said so. He telegraphed a hay- 
maker, but I saw his fakery; saw his foot 
coming up. I danced aside, caught the 
foot and toppled him over. I twisted the 


I was watching 


foot, and he screamed like a sick woman, 
I slung him away in disgust. He wer 
skidding across the polished floor, and hj 
head crashed with a nasty thud. 

“Behind you, Chris!” Alicia screamed, 

I whirled, but too late. The pig-eye; 
barman was reaching for me. He caugh 
me on the side of my head. Fingers 9j 
fire shot through me. My knees melted, 
and a spinning, pain-drenched blacknes 
swallowed me. 

When I awoke, I wished I hadn't. 4 
million little devils with red-hot hammers 
and spiked feet were working inside my 
head. I sat up, looked around. I was ing 
jail cell. 

Steps sounded outside and Lieutenant 
Gilly More of Homicide stopped at my cell, 
He was a thin, wiry man with sharp blue 
eyes. When I was a kid, he’d been a beat 
cop in Little Harlem. I couldn’t remember 
the times he’d slipped me money to by 
groceries for my mother and me. 

“Hi, Chris,” he said, smiling wryly 
“Sorry to see you here for your homecom 
ing.” 

“No sorrier than I am to be here, sir,” | 
told him. “What am I in for, anyway? 
Can’t a man defend himself without being 
pitched in the jug?” 

“Well, yes,” he said slowly. “Only you 
picked the wrong man, and sort of overdid 
. 

“What do you mean?” I demanded. 4A 
cold ugliness began to squirm in my chest. 

“Just this,” he said grimly. “First. you 
hit the girl . .. Betty Lee. So Rocky 
jumped you. He had a right to defend his 
girl. You whipped him good and proper. 
But the bad part is when you knocked him 
down, his skull was fractured. He may 


die. So they’re going to give you the book, 
Chris. Simple assault on Betty, and as 


sault with intent to kill on Rocky.” 

“But I didn’t intend to kill him!” I pro- 
tested. “Rocky jumped me, and I jumped 
him back. That’s all.” 

“T know,” the lieutenant agreed. “But 
you just don’t cross Rocky Turner in this 
He’s got connections. Ill do what 
But if Rocky dies, 


town. 
I can for you, Chris. 


the charge will be manslaughter, anyway. | 


Probably worse.” 

The walls of the small cell 
against me. I felt numb, smothered. Twelve 
hours ago I’d been the happiest man alive. 
And now... this. I didn’t mind being 
in jail; I didn’t mind whatever charges 
they might file against me because | had 
to do what I did. I had to tell Betty what 
[ thought of her. I couldn’t have lived 
with myself if I hadn’t. 

What I minded was Betty. I’d believed 
in her so hard, so terribly hard. I'd planned 
my life. my whole future on that belief. 
Now, it had been viciously, obscenely 
kicked away. 

Lieutenant More was still talking. “And, 
Chris, Kaytown’s just like any other city. 
We got some crooked cops and officials. 
They're taking a cut from Rocky’s gam 
bling dives. Otherwise, Rocky couldn’t op- 
erate on the scale he does. It makes a man 
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the 
there’s nothing I can do. 


ashamed he’s on police force, but 
I've got a wife 
and two youngsters.” 

I said. “And because 
such big stuff, I'm to get 
it?” 

“That’s about it. The 
ing a rake from Rocky want to 
him. They want him to keep operating. 
So they're pressuring the District Attorney 


Rocky Turner’s 
the book? That 


guys who're tak- 
protect 


to make the charges as stiff as possible.” 

He gestured toward the front. “Chris, 
Mom Owens and Alicia Harte are up there. 
They want to see They heard the 
charges would be rough and were up most 
all night trying to find somebody to go 
They haven't had 


you. 


your bond when it’s set. 
much luck so far.” 

“No.” I said quickly, 
back. I don’t want to see them.” 
didn’t. 

More looked sharply surprised, then said, 
“All right. Chris. Ill do what I can for 
you, but it won’t be much.” 

Mom Owens and Alicia. 
either of them right now. 
to warn me about Betty, 
stupid, too in love to take heed. 
of Mom About all 
known was trouble and work, then more of 
the same. Her husband had been a drunken 
bum who'd spent her hard-earned money 
on liquor and women. Her son had died 
ina street brawl. And now, I'd dragged 
her into more trouble. 

Alicia hadn’t had much of a life either 
She’d come out of 


“don’t bring them 


And I 


I couldn’t face 
Both had tried 
but I’d been too 
I thought 
she’d 


Owens. ever 


until the last few years. 
an orphanage when she was fifteen, and had 
done housework until it got about that she 
was a natural on the piano. Even then, the 
climb had been long and tough. I recalled 
I'd insulted last night, 
morse ate into me like acid. 
The day crawled slowly by. 
Rocky 


bond was set at ten thousand. 


how her and re- 
It appeared 


Turner had grown worse, and my 
It was out 
of reason; it Mom 


Owens and Alicia couldn’t possibly raise 


was a framed bond. 


that, nor get anyone to go it. 


ATE that afternoon, the guard brought 

Alicia back. My cell was no longer 
cold and dreary; it was warm and bright. 
Alicia wore a fur jacket and a black dress 
with a touch of white at her slender throat. 
She was loveliness superb. 

“Hello, Chris.” 
some books through the 
you might like 

“Thanks.” I said gruffly, 
to apologize for last night, 
unable to do so. 


She smiled and pushed 
“Thought 


something to read.” 


bars. 


wanting badly 
but somehow 


She evidently read my thoughts. “It’s 
all right about last night, Chris.” She 


paused. then said. “I’m afraid you'll have 
to stay here a day or so, Chris. 
who're able to go your bond are afraid 
to on the count of crossing Rocky Turner. 
—.. 

“Forget it,” I said harshly. 
Mom skip the whole thing. 
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being here. I got myself into it. Let me 
sweat it out the best way I can.” 
“Look, Chris. How about your 
Mr. O’Ryan in Dallas? Why don’t you ask 
him to help you?” 
I shook my head. 


boss? 


“T can’t do that. The 
Bradmille brass are too-too strait-laced. 
They'd never condone a thing like this. 
Anyway, how’d you know Mr. O’Ryan was 
my boss?” 

Alicia smiled. “Don’t you remember my 
aunt’s been his housekeeper for years? [| 
was up to see her not long ago. Mr. O'Ryan 
doesn’t tell everybody, but he’s a fool about 
jazz. Especially hot piano. He had me 
play for a party when I was there. He’s 
really nice, Chris. I wouldn’t mind calling 
him, asking him to help you.” 


“Please don’t,” I said. “It might cost 
me my job. I'll figure out something. You 
and Mom quit worrying. Just leave me 


alone. Things will work out someway.” 

Alicia gave me an odd look, then left 
quickly. Her gallant head was high, but I 
knew I'd hurt her again. 

The next morning I received a telegram. 
It was from Jim O’Ryan. It read: “Due to 
unforeseen developments, your Brazil ap- 
pointment has been canceled.” 

I crumpled the yellow sheet and stood 
rigid with bitterness. I didn’t know whether 
Mr. O’Ryan had learned of my_ braw! 
through the papers, or whether Alicia had 
called him. It didn’t matter. My job was 
gone. 

A sudden ugly hate for Betty washed 
over me. She’d taken my broken 
my belief in everything clean and honest. 
and now had cost me my job. If she’d just 
had the decency to write me that she was 
through with me, that it was all over, then 
this wouldn’t have happened. 

I recalled again the long nights in Brazil 
when I couldn’t sleep because of wanting 
her, remembering the sweetness of her. I 
recalled again the heat in Brazil. the sweat, 
the work. the never-ending battle with in- 
sects all for Betty . . 

Then, all at once. I knew I was wrong. 
It hadn't all been for Betty. Most of it had 
been for me. I'd loved my work without 
actually knowing it. I'd taken a great 
pride in being a part of an organization 
which had cut a road into a wilderness. A 
road that would bring vital metals back to 
America for arms; a road that would make 
it possible for the natives in that wilder- 
sanitation, hospitals. 
For 


money, 


ness to have schools, 
Betty had blinded me to everything. 
the first time. I realized that my making 
good on my job had been mostly because 
I wanted to do it. 
Regardless of that, however. my job was 
And 


gone now. Everything was wiped out. 


at least. nothing else bad could happen. 
In that, I was wrong. 


Shortly after lunch, Betty Lee appeared 
at my cell. For one brief instant, my heart 
jolted with the hope that she’d come to give 
reason for her misconduct 
with Rocky Turner. And then I knew there 
could be no explanation for that. Now that 
I could really look at her, I realized that 


some logical 


beneath the surface beauty, she was exact. 
ly what she was. Just a cheap chippy. hid. 
flashy clothes and diamonds, 

“Why 


glad t 


den under 

Betty pouted prettily and said, 
Chris honey, you don’t seem very 
see me.” 

“I'm not.” I said bluntly, and wanted 
go on and tell her in detail just why | 
wasn't. But the whole thing was a sicknex 
in me; abusing her with words wouldn} 
help. 

“Now. now. Chris,” Betty chided. She 
reached in, patted my arm. “Just wait til 
you hear why I’m here.” She moved closer, 
lowered her voice. “Chris, one of the big 
guys in the syndicate is here. He flew ip 
from New Orleans. I’ve been in close cop. 
tact with him. He’s interested in you. You 
whipped Rocky Turner, a thing that neve 
happened before. In other words, Rocky: 
lost face. He’s no good here anymore.” 

Betty glanced up and down the hall 
“Chris. this big shot wants you to tak 
Rocky’s place. If you'll go in with us. hell? 
get your charges reduced so you'll hay 





nothing but a fine to pay. How about it | 
Chris? With me to help you, we can tak 
the suckers in this town for every nicke 
they've got.” 

I stood, stunned, just looking at her 
wondering whether I'd heard right; yet 
knowing I had. I wanted to vomit. I calle 
her a name, then several names. 

Betty made a noise like an angry cai! 
Her hand shot through the bars, fully in| 
tent on scooping out my left eyeball. 
lifted my arm, felt her nail break on m 
sleeve. 

She spat in my face. 
you go up the river!” 

I didn’t sleep that night. It seemed the 


“Now, I'll see thaf 


she vowed and lefi 








morning would never come. Not that i 
mattered. Once it occurred to me that i! 
Mom and Alicia were so concerned, why | 
hadn't they got me a lawyer, someone ti| 
present my side of the case? I could oul 
for that. I thought of sending for Liev) 
tenant More. asking him to get me an al 
torney. then decided against it. 

I might as well stay in jail. Everything 
was gone. wiped out. Maybe later on, ny 
feel differently, but now I just didn’t care} 

Toward dawn, I did commence to fee 
differently. I got good and sore. I was é 
man, a full-grown man. I didn’t intend t 
let a cheap little cat-peddler whip me. [i 
gone to college with nothing but a smal 
scholarship and five dollars. Id worke 
my way through that. I’d got a good job. 
worked hard and gone ahead fast. Wha 
I'd done before I could do again. [Vd get: 
lawyer. spend my last dime to beat thes 
charges. And even if I didn’t beat them. 
and had to spend some time up the rive! 
I could start from scratch and go again. | 

I paced the cell impatiently until th 
guard brought me a cup of pale coffee ant 
a tired sandwich. I asked him whether be 
would tell Lieutenant More that I wante 
to see him. He said he would. 

It was noon, however, before More ap 
peared. With him was a tall, distinguishe’ 





ul 
th 


sh 
le 


let 
lig 


e 


ag 
wa 
tol 
sta 
ly 
ma 
Ka 
ane 
ure 
so 
tak 
hac 
] 
soil 
and 
All 
Id 
7 
bed 
was 
ing 
ing 
The 
dre: 
awa 


ing, 
| 
hurt 


I 
to t 
lady 





yas eXact- 
ippy. hid. 
a 

> “Why 


ot ti 


vanted t 
st why | 
1 sicknes 
wouldn't 


led. She 
t wait till 
ed closer 
f the bis 


flew In 





opr 


lose Con: | 
you. You | 
hat never 
. Rocky’ 
more.” 

the hall 
1 to take 
1 us. he] 
wll have} 
about it | 
can take | 
ry nicke 


<The NA ORE 


y at her 
ght; yet 


I called : 


ngry cat} 
fully in 

yeball. |} 
ik on mi 


l see tha 
and left 
med tha 
yt that i 
1e that | 
ned, wh 
meone ti 
‘ould par 
for Lieu 


ne an aly 


a 


verything| 
or on, I 
dn’t care} 
e to feel! 

I was if 
intend t| 
> me. rif 
t a small 
1 worked! 


eood job.) 


st. What 


I'd get: 
eat thes} 
eat them! 
the river. 
again. 
until. thr 
offee ant 
hether he 
I wantei 


More ap 
in guishet 





man with white hair and a thin, deeply- 
tanned face. 

Lieutenant More unlocked my cell and 
erinned like he was very pleased about 
something. He said, “Chris. this is Mr. 
McDermott, an attorney. He’s been look- 
ing after your interests this morning.” 

Mr. McDermott extended a thin, hard 
hand. I shook his hand and said, “Glad to 
know you, sir.’ 

He smiled. “Well, 
to inform you that Rocky Turner will live, 
and the charges against you have been re- 
duced to assault and battery. Your fines 
have been paid. You are now free to go.” 

In a sort of wild daze, I thanked him, 
shook hands again and watched him stride 
down the hall. 

More said, “Well. come on, boy. What’s 
wrong with you?) Mom Owens and Alicia 
are out front waiting for you.” 

I said. “I don’t want to see them. 
bring my things back here and let me out 
the back door.” 

Lieutenant More was astonished. “Chris, 
have you lost your mind? What...” 

“Just get my things.” I repeated harshly. 
“Maybe I can return the favor sometime.” 

More got sore. “Well. I’ve 


ungrateful scum, but so help me, 


young man, I’m glad 


Please 


seen some 
you take 
the cutglass flyswatter!” 

He marched down the hall. 
shortly. with the guard and my watch, wal- 
let. and other belongings. He shoved a re- 
then told the guard to 


returned 


ceipt at me to sign, 
let me out the back door. The 
liged with a look of cold contempt. 


guard ob- 


alley. It was 


patErreD out into an 
snowing again. It was cold and good 
against my face, but that bitter sourness 


I hadn't 


rather 


was squirming inside of me again. 
told Lieutenant More, but I would’ve 
stayed in jail than to be released the way 
I knew Betty Lee and the syndicate 
No one else in 


| Was. 
man had had me sprung. 


Kaytown had that kind of power. Betty 
and the syndicate man had probably fig- 
ured that if they'd get me released, I'd be 


so grateful that I'd join the syndicate and 
take over Rocky 
had suggested. 


Turner’s place as Betty 


I was free. but I wasn’t grateful. I felt 
soiled inside and out. I couldn’t face Mom 
and Alicia with that kind dirt on me. 
All I wanted to do was to get lost. And 
I did. 

Three days later. 
bed in a dirty rooming house. My 
was jumping violently. I wasn’t a drink- 
ing man, and the liquor I'd consumed dur- 
ing the past three days was giving me hell. 
The room was icy cold, but my body was 
drenched in sweat. 
away the 


I woke up in a dirty 
heart 


I sat up, tried to push 

ugliness of the last three days 
. the gambling. the drink- 

ing, everything. My brain refused to erase 
I had tried to drown my bitterness, my 

hurt . . . and all I'd got out of it was this 
. this uncleanliness. . . . 


the women. 


I wrapped a soiled quilt around me, went 
to the door and finally aroused the land- 
lady. I asked her to send my suit to the 


cleaners. and out of the thin sheaf of bills 
left in my wallet, I gave her enough to send 
out for a new shirt. 
went back to bed, tried to make my mind a 
blank. I dozed. A knock sounded at the 
door. I called, “Come in.” 

It was the landlady. She was big. fat 
and tough. But I guess she knew people. 
I know I'll never forget her. She had a 
glass of whiskey and a cup of steaming cof- 
I knew you was 


tie and underwear. I 


fee. She said, “Sonny boy, 
slumming when you staggered in here last 
Drink this and straighten up. You 
And whatever 


understand and 


night. 
got nice folks somewheres. 
your troubles is, they'll 
take you back.” 
I thanked her. 


but that night when my clothes came and | 
I left her all my money 


That was all I could say. 


got dressed to go, 
but a five. 

I walked up the shabby street. It had 
but it was cold and the 
snow crunched under my shoes. My stom- 
threatening to come up 


stopped snowing, 


ach was throbbing. 
any moment. I found a cafe, went in and 
ordered a steak. A radio in the back was 
playing some soft music. 

I had finished my steak and was on my 
third cup of coffee when a weary voice cut 
off the music to say. “We interrupt this 
program to bring you this emergency mes- 
sage. Will anyone 
abouts of Chris Danton. 


who knows the where- 


please advise him 


to contact Mom Owens at 2122 Third 
Street. Kaytown. Let me repeat. Will...” 
The voice droned on. Suddenly I real- 


ized / was Chris Danton. An emergency 
Was Mom sick? Had something 
I left my five on the 
After a bit, I 
quickened my pace to a trot. Cold sweat 
back. If some- 


message 
happened to Alicia? 
counter and started out. 
formed rivulets down my 
thing had happened to Mom or Alicia . . . 
I didn’t think beyond that. I just kept 
going, 

When I finally reached Mom Owens’, | 
caught my breath. All 
Whatever was wrong 
Alicia 
coaxing some soft sweet agony out of 
Mom’s piano. Then I thought of some- 
Was this a trap? Had Betty 
man put that an- 
radio to get me here, 


stopped on the walk, 
the lights were on. 
couldn't be too bad because I heard 


thing else. 
Lee and her 
nouncement on the 


syndicate 


to gun me down perhaps, because I hadn’t 
gone to them when they got me out of jail? 
A long blue fishtail was 
I waited. Nothing happened. 

Well. it didn’t matter. All 
I wanted to know was whether Mom and 
Alicia were all right. I kicked the 
off my shoes. stepped into the hall. then on 
Mom was sitting on 
Alicia was 


I looked around. 
at the curb. 
trap or not, 


snow 


into the living room. 


the sofa watching the piano. 


at the piano, and standing beside her was 
a stocky. apple-cheeked man with flaming 


red hair. Jim O’Ryan. my former boss. 
Mr. O’Ryan was talking Alicia. He 
said, “Remember how old Fats used to do 
that? And there’s another one... let 
me think .. .” He glanced up, saw me, 
and grinned widely. 
“Well, Chris, how are you?” 


He moved 
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quickly across the room to shake hands. 
“T figured you'd be in. I'd given you till 
midnight.” 

Everything was suddenly a whirl. I greet- 
ed Mom and Alicia. We all talked at once. 
and then Mr. O’Ryan said he had to go. 
He thanked Mom and Alicia for an enjoy- 
ible evening and asked me to come out in 
the hall with him. 

He worked large. stubby fingers into soft 
He said, “Chris. I was too quick 
m the trigger when I wired you that you 
But you know how the Brad- 
mille brass are about their men. And 
when I read about trouble in the 
paper, I thought it was just a common 
lrunken brawl. 

“Then Alicia called me. told me all the 
letails. About the girl, Betty Lee. About 

su sending her your money, everything. 
Phat, of course, put a different complexion 
n the matter. I immediately sent our 
yest attorney, C. D. McDermott, down, had 
him do some pressuring. and got the thing 


O loves. 
were fired. 


your 


practically squelched. 

Mr. O’Ryan put on his hat and smiled. 
‘Chris, a man has the right to do what he 
as to do. Otherwise, he wouldn’t be a 
ian. I would have done much the same 
thing had I been in your place. You still 
your job, Chris. You're going to 
nake us a good man. And always keep 
his in mind. As long as you're right, as 
ong as you’re a man, Bradmille is behind 


lave 





I walked out to the car with him. At 
ie curb, he turned to say, “I think this 
ase has finally awakened the District At- 
yrney. He now realizes what Rocky Tur- 
er and the syndicate is doing to Kaytown. 

So I don’t think it will be too long before 
ell run the syndicate and Turner out 
mple tely.” 

I tried to thank him, but couldn’t find 
iy words. I watched him drive away and 

od there for some time trying to adjust 


thoughts. I’d been a 24-carat fool in- 


—_ 













Personality BE-BOP’ Glasses 


I'd put 
my complete confidence in her, and built 


sofar as Betty Lee was concerned. 
my dreams around her . . . around some- 
thing cheap and false. 

Halfway back to the house. I stopped 


suddenly. I didn’t have a dime. but I was 


rich. I had three real friends. Mom, Alicia 
and Mr. O'Ryan. Any man who had that 
many real friends was wealthy. A soft 


warmness pushed against my throat. made 
it burn. I felt both proud and humble. 

I walked back into the house with a new 
lift to my shoulders. Mom and Alicia 
were back in the kitchen, making coffee. 
We talked for a while. then Mom went to 
bed. leaving Alicia and me alone. 

Alicia and I sat. sipping coffee. We had 
so much to say to each other, but couldn't 
say anything. 

Finally. I gathered my courage and said. 
“Alicia, 've been a first-class chump. But 
the next vacation | get, Pll be back. Maybe 
we can pick it up where we left off two 
years ago.” 

Alicia stood up. tall, graceful. exquisite- 
ly lovely. She moved around the table, put 
There were 
She 


her fine hands on my face. 
stars in her velvet brown eyes again. 
said, “No, we’re going to pick it up now. 
Chris. 


too long. 


I’ve waited two years. Two years 
I'm going back to Brazil with 
you.” 

My throat ached. The wound Betty Lee 
had left hadn't healed yet. Like a broken 
leg, it would take time. But having Alicia 
with me would make it heal more quickly. 

I stood up, took Alicia in my arms. Her 
lips under mine were warm and sweet and 
I felt that swiftly bright flame blaze 
. . bright and clean and beau- 


good. 
up again 
tiful. 

Betty had been a lush orchid that would 
fade within a day. Alicia was soft candle- 
light in a cathedral that would last for- 
ever. 


THE END 
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(Continued from Page 38) 
this time?” I asked lightly. letting him take 
my arm as we left the place. His next 
words froze heart and sent a chill 
through me. 
“I've got to pick up Verna.” he told me. 


my 


“She gets off work in five minutes. Come 
on.” 
So there was a girl in his life. I told 


myself numbly. I might have known it. 

\ short time later we pulled up in front 
of a restaurant. A girl standing on the 
curb waved and ran over to the car. 

“Hi!” she sang out to Theo 
climbed in. then giving me a friendly smile, 
“Hello. I’m Verna Hale.” 

“Glad to meet you. Verna.” I returned. 
“My name’s Gladys Palmer.” 

“T introduced myself because our friend 
there is always forgetting the formalities,” 


she 


as 


Verna explained. 

Theo laughed and came back with a wise 
crack. and the way they bantered back and 
forth made me wonder whether I was 
wrong in supposing that they were in love. 
The easy. relaxed relationship between 
them was nothing like my idea of romance. 

When Verna heard about my housing 
troubles. she said. “I had a roommate once, 
and I swore there would be no more days 
like that!) But I like you Gladys. and— 
well. if itll be of any help to you. you can 
move in with me until you get yourself 
straight.” 

I protested. but my heart wasn’t in it. I 
really did need a place to stay and Verna’s 
open friendliness appealed to me. But 
more important. I had the feeling that I'd 
have a chance of seeing more of Theo if 
Verna and I shared a place. So I let Theo 
drive me to where I had my _ bags all 
packed and. in no time. I was settled in 
the three-room apartment Verna had. 

What a day! Not only did I have a place 
to stay. but I’d met Theo. I made a mental 
note to ask Verna about her friendship 
with him. There was so much I wanted to 
know about him. and she had known him 
much longer than I. 

Verna cleared out drawer space in the 
dresser and made room in the closet for 
my things. then went into the kitclien to 
open some beer. When I joined them, her 
eyes were sparkling like twin stars, and 
Theo had a big, self-conscious grin on his 
face. Verna held out her arm. “How do 
you like my engagement present?” she 

asked. “Isn’t it a beauty?” 

“Engagement?” My eyes were on Theo 
and I kept repeating to myself that it 
wasn’t true. 

“Why. yes,” said Verna, holding up her 
finger. “I already have the ring.” 


er 





<p eee ~ 


Serer 











}) 
him take 


His 


; 2 


next 
chill 


told me, 
‘s. Come 


e. | told 
»wn it. 

in front 
yr on the 
ir. 


as she 





lly smile, 


‘eturned., 


apres 


ir friend 
1alities,” 


h a wise 
yack and 
I was 
in love. 





between 
omance, 
housing 
ite once, 
re days 

and— 
you can 
yourself 





in it. I 
Verna’s 
e. But 
that I'd 
Theo if 
t Theo 
ags all 
titled in 
d. 

a place 
mental 
‘ndship | 
nted to 
vn him 


rm wee ee 


in the 
set for 
lien to 
m, her | 
‘s, and 
on his 
low do | 
she | 


1 Theo 
hat it 


ip her 








“My mother’s.” explained Theo, a puz- 
gled look replacing his usual smile. 

I stirred myself into action. “I’m so 
happy for you!” I exclaimed, gripping 
Verna’s hand. “I—I don’t care for 
thing to drink, so [ll leave you two alone.” 

I turned and hurried into the bedroom. 
shutting the door My 
found happiness had disappeared. I wished 
then that I'd refused Verna’s generous of- 
fer. I wished that I’d never 
started up my telephone friendship with 
Theo. It would have been better that we'd 
never met face to face. But I had nowhere 
and to walk out on Verna would 


any- 


behind me. new- 


even more 


to go now, 
have been insulting. 

And deep down inside, I realized that I 
could never willingly give up seeing Theo. 
If I stayed, even though I could never even 
hint at the way I felt about him. at least I 
could share him with Verna. Maybe in 
that way. I’d get him out of my system. 

Because I was weak. I with 
myself this way, and slipped into a new life 
that should have been a happy one. Verna 
and I got along perfectly together. We 
came as close as sisters and there was noth- 
ing she wouldn’t have 
Theo. And he was the only thing she 
that I wanted. 


reasoned 


be- 
given me—except 
had 


HEO’S VISITS were both torment and 
heaven for me. Just seeing him, his lov- 

his bold male 
worth living for me. 


able attractiveness. 
made life But it 
sheer torture watching his tender attentions 
to Verna. 

Yet. there was another look I sometimes 
detected in his eyes when he looked at me. 
It lay almost hidden in the depths of his 
Now and then. when 
accidentally. I'd feel 
through me. and when I 
I knew he felt it too. Then 
knowing that he belonged 


grin, 
was 


clear brown eyes. 
our hands touched 
shock tingle 
looked at him, 
I'd feel guilty, 
to my friend. 

Verna wasn’t what you'd call beautiful. 
but she had a warm, vivid personality that 
inspired instant friendliness. She was the 
most popular waitress where she worked. 
and the tips that she made she saved for 
her wedding. 

“You know. 
time. “that’s the only 
live for, actually. I can hardly 
Theo and I are married. If anything should 
ever happen—” 

“How you talk!” I fondly. 
“What could happen? He loves you.” 

Verna walked over to the mirror. “J 
know.” she said thoughtfully. “but with all 
the beautiful girls around. I sometimes feel 
that I could never hold him.” She turned 
and threw me an admiring glance. “I wish 
I had your looks! Then things would be 
perfect.” 

Later. as I lay awake trying to put all 
thought of Theo out of my mind, Verna 
lifted her head from her pillow. In a low. 
tense voice she said into the darkness. “I 
never had a family. no one really close 
until I met Theo. If I ever lost him—I'd 
just die!” 


Gladys.” she told me one 
thing I work for 


wait until 


scolded 


My heart flooded with sympathy for her. 
“You hush that kind of talk!” I whispered 
fiercely. “You've everything a girl 
could want, and you're going to be happy!” 

Believe me. I tried. I really tried to put 
Theo out of my thoughts, tried not to re- 
how his eyes could start a warm 
tried to forget the 
through 
But thoughts 


Get rid of 


got 


member 
glow deep inside me, 
thrill that 
was near him. 
tantalizing things. 


ecstatic coursed me 
whenever I 


are elusive. 


one and two more pop into its place. The 
resulting conflict was too much for me. My 
mind was clouded in misery. I couldn’t 


sleep and I just wasn’t interested in food. 
It got to the point where Verna noticed. 

“It’s the heat.” I lied. “The shop is like 
an oven all day. and even with that fan you 
bought. the apartment hot and 
stuffy.” 

“You can’t go on this way, 
said determinedly. “You’ve 
Maybe you 


seems 


Gladys,” she 
got to force 
yourself to eat. ought to try 
some sleeping pills.” 

So that’s how the box of orange-colored 
pills came to be on the nightstand beside 
the bed. I used them a couple of nights, 
but even then didn’t sleep well and after- 
I know now that I 
even though it 


wards I felt miserable. 
should have moved away. 
meant going back to the old hand-to-mouth 
I'd known. I hadn’t been able to 


anything as yet. and finding a place 


existence 
Save 
would have been just as hard as before. 

I kept out of Theo’s way. I'd have the 
other girl at the shop answer the phone 
whenever it rang and if it was Theo asking 
to talk with me. I'd always pretend to be 
too busy to go to the Eventually, 
he stopped calling in. 
he was due at the apartment, so I managed 
to be away at the time. 

If I didn’t have a date. I'd go out any- 
Then, alone at a movie, I'd sit through 
seeing a thing be- 
just wasting 


phone. 
I always knew when 


way. 
the double-feature not 
cause of the tears in my eyes. 


time so Theo would be gone when I got 
back. 

I grew more morose as the time for their 
wedding approached. The exact date 


hadn’t been set. but it would be a fall wed- 


ding, Verna told me. Life was so unfair, I 
thought bitterly. She was going to have 
him for the rest of her life, while I was 
denied even ten minutes with him—alone. 


Then I wondered why I had to be so con- 
siderate of someone feelings. Life 
had taught me that the whole world was 
looking out for Number One. And once my 
thoughts started along this vein. I was lost. 
Temptation moved closer and closer until 
I could no more turn back than I could 
stop the swift tattoo of my heart whenever 
I thought of Theo. 

Still. I refrained from making any move 
that would have betrayed my friendship 
with Verna. There was still a spark of de- 
cency in me, despite my selfish thoughts. 
So. when Verna call 
that Saturday night to return to work and 
fill in for a waitress who was ill, all 
meant to me at first was a chance to stay 
at home and enjoy a quiet, relaxed evening. 
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I realized how little time I spent in the 
apartment, which was really quite cute and 
very comfortable. 

“When Theo calls, tell him what’s hap. 
pened,” my roommate said as she hurried 
out the door. “He can give me a ring down 
at the place.” 

Then she was gone and, grateful that | 
was spared the bother of getting dressed 
and rushing out before Theo came, I took 
my time in settling down. I bathed and 
sprinkled on a generous amount of the per- 
fume Verna had given me. Then I slipped 
into the hostess gown I'd bought and never 
worn before, the most expensive item in 
my still limited wardrobe. 

After carefully applying my makeup, | 
studied myself in the mirror, wishing with 
all my heart that I was making myself 
beautiful for Theo. But no amount of pre- 
tending in the world could change the fact 
that I would not see him that night nor 
very often in the next few weeks before he 
and Verna got married. 

Ruefully, I went into the living room and 
picked up a handful of magazines and 
curled up on the couch, 


A T FIRST, I thought it was the tele- 
** phone ringing. The bell jarred my un- 
seeing eyes from the printed page before 
me and I was out of the chair before I real- 
ized it was the doorbell. I opened the door 
and there stood Theo. 

“Oh. goodness!” I exclaimed in disap- 
pointment. “You should have called. Verna 
had to work tonight.” 

“T know,” he said. and his voice sounded 
strange. “She got a chance to phone me 
before she went on duty.” 

“Then—?” But I read the answer in his 
eyes, eyes that burned with an_ intense 
flame and swept over me in adoring glanc- 
es. He stepped inside the door and stood 
there. his face bent down toward mine. I 
caught my breath and waited. 

I'm not sure how it happened. I don’t 
know which of us made the first move to- 
ward the other, but I do know that we 
never meant to be in each other’s arms, 
clinging together. whispering hoarsely, 
then bringing our lips together in a kiss 
that seemed to shake the world. 

That first kiss became a second—and a 
third. each one more passionate than the 
other. “I tried to kid myself that you 
couldn’t do this to me.” Theo whispered 
brokenly. “You’re so beautiful, Gladys— 
so desirable!” 

“T tried to fight it. too.” I told him softly. 
“Even before I saw you, I knew how it 
would be with us if we ever met.” Then I 
tried to move away. “I was afraid I’d never 
know how it felt to be in your arms. Now 
I know and——” I choked back a sob. “T'll 
at least have that when you and Verna—” 

“Forget Verna!” Theo’s lips were drawn 
tight across his teeth. “Oh, I love her,” he 
added. “and I don’t want to hurt her, 
but—” 

For a long moment we stared at each 
other and I knew that a few kisses would 
never be enough for Theo, now that the 





sy tere 


i 


—a 


a — 


ee 





oe = gd ® 


h 


— 


-— 1s = ee = © 2 | 


~ 8 we == = 





nt in the 
cute and 


at’s hap. 
> hurried 
ing down 


ul that J 
dressed 
e, I took 
hed and 
| the per- 
| slipped 
nd never 
item in 


ikeup, | 
ing with 

myself 
of pre- 
the fact 
ght nor 
*fore he 


om and 
es and 


ie tele- 
my un- 
before 
I real- 
1e door 


disap- 
Verna 


yunded 
ne me 


in his 
ntense 
glane- 
stood 


ine. I 


don't 
ve to- 
at we 
arms, 
rsely, 


L kiss 


ind a 
n the 

you 
nered 
lys— 


oftly. 
yw it 
ren | 
lever 
Now 
“TT 
a—’ 
‘awn 
” he 
her, 


each 
ould 


the 














OT MENEIREREE2 


ee 


barrier between us was down. But I didn't 
have time to think of what might follow, it 
happened so suddenly. He pulled me back 
to him and covered my face with kisses. I 
was caught up in a whirlwind that twisted 
and turned and soared upward through an 


ecstatic haze. 
[ remember the joy. the singing inside 
me at the feel of his possessive arms 


around me, his demanding lips crushing 
mine. And I knew that nothing mattered 
except the glory of this moment alone with 
the man I'd loved for so long. 

Theo lifted me high in his arms and put 
me gently on the couch. His face 
buried against the curve of my neck. At 
that moment, I was like putty in his hands. 
That small spark of decency that had made 
me deliberately avoid him all these weeks 
more powerful 


was 


was smothered by a far 
emotion. An emotion that had flared up 
dangerously was sweeping out of control. 

Then suddenly, Verna’s strident 
cut through the aura of passion around us 
and quenched the flames. I jerked erect, 
my mouth gaping open in startled fear. I 
couldn’t tear my eyes away from Verna’s 
hate-twisted face. I felt Theo raise up and 
heard his shame-filled voice. 


voice 


“There’s nothing a guy can say in a 
situation like this.” he told her. “But— 
whatever you think of me. Verna, don’t 


blame Gladys for what happened.” 

“Don’t blame her?” she fairly screamed. 
“Don’t blame her for something that’s 
probably been going on since she 
moved in with me?” 

She pushed past Theo and strode up to 
me. A terrible word burst from her lips 
and her hand flashed and smacked 
against my face. Tears blurred my eyes, 
not tears of pain but of shame. With her 
bitter words stinging my ears. I crept into 


ever 


out 


the bedroom and somehow got dressed. 
When I came out. Theo was gone and 
Verna. her face set in an immobile mask, 


merely gazed at me in contempt. 

I tried to speak. I wanted to explain 
that it had started out as nothing more 
harmful than a kiss. But I realized that 
I'd be wasting my breath. Later. 
after the atmosphere had cleared some, I 
could talk calmly and sanely with her and 
she would understand. 


perhaps, 


HEO WAS WAITING outside when I 
but I refused his offer to 
drive me where I wanted to go. I really 
didn’t know where I would go. but more 
than that, I couldn’t bear the thought of 
being near him while Verna still suffered 
from the awful hurt I had caused her. 

I spent the night in a hotel and early 
the next morning rushed back to the apart- 
ment. I would tell Verna I was moving 
that day—somewhere, anywhere—and I 
would promise never again to see Theo. I 
was prepared to do anything if she would 
only forgive me. 

I dashed up the stairs and into the apart- 
ment. Verna was in the bedroom, stretched 
across the bed, her head cradled on her 
folded arms. I stood in the doorway, un- 


went down. 
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certain how to begin. “I’m sorry for what 

happened,” I began, my voice full of re- 

morse. “Please say something to me, Ver- 
I pleaded tearfully. 

I went over to her and touched her shoul- 
der. She didn’t move, and then I noticed 
the empty bottle lying on the night stand. 
The sleeping pills! Her tortured, rasping 
breathing confirmed my worst fears and I 
screamed out her name, knowing all the 
time that she couldn’t hear Then I 
ran to the phone and called a doctor. 

Someone in the building must 
heard my screams because the cops got 
there before the ambulance. They fired 
“Tt was—a quarrel with 
I told them. 


me. 


have 


questions at me. 
her boy friend.” 

They nodded wisely. “Then there’s not 
much hope for her.” they announced. 
“Trouble with cases like this. the dame 
don’t want to get well. She’s lost her man 
and to hell with everything else.” 

They sounded so calloused. I cried even 
harder. I had made up my mind to move 
the minute Verna was taken care of. but I 
couldn’t make myself do anything. I just 
sat there feeling the terrible weight of my 
guilt and alternately praying for Verna to 
be all right and wishing myself dead. 

Yet. even with her lying at death’s door. 


I couldn’t help wondering what would 
happen if she didn’t pull through. Would 


I see Theo again. Could I see him again? 

I was still wrestling with this problem 
when the hospital called. It was one of the 
internes who had come the 
lance. “Some guy named Theo—your friend 
keeps calling for him. No, she’s still pretty 


with ambu- 





I hung up, then picked up the phone to 
call Theo. With trembling fingers I dialed 
his number—then hung up before the buz- 
zing started. A cold sweat broke out over 


me, but the forbidden thought refused to 
leave. Suppose I didn’t call? I could al- 


ways say later that I hadn’t known where 
to reach Theo. Then there’d be just the 
two of us—he and I—with no Verna to 
come between us. 

I felt faint and slumped into a chair to 
pull myself together. Then my mind 
seemed to clear and the full horror of my 
thoughts pounded into my brain. I had al. 
ready betrayed Verna once. How could | 
even think of doing it again? 

No, even if it meant a lifetime of lone. 
liness, with just a tantalizing taste of what 
Theo’s love would be like, I could never 
let Verna die. If I sank that low to win 
Theo for myself, I could not live with my- 
self. There’d always be the ghost of Verna 
between us, and I’d be unworthy of any 
human affection if I let passion betray me 
again. 

So I called Theo and sent him rushing 
off to Verna’s side. That was partial pay- 
ment for what I had done. 

Verna married Theo on schedule and al- 
though I didn’t go to the wedding. just the 
thought of the happiness she must have felt 
was enough to wring my heart. I don’t 
even have the apartment, even though she 
left it to me when she moved. It was im- 
possible to live there where I had found. 
then lost. so much joy. 

All I have is the memory of that brief, 


stolen moment with Theo, for which I’m 





bad off. but if you could get him here it © still paying. 
might help THE END 
Child C kitchen pans can be used in a “traffic” 
2 . . 
ld Uare game. the child learning how to cross 


(Continued from Page 46) 
tertain them. Often. as the child grows 
older, there is a natural change-over from 


one group to the other. 

Both parents and children. following the 
latter’s lead, will thoroughly enjoy story- 
telling periods. and there are hundreds of 
little stories all of us know which can be 
adapted for bedtime. Children like to play 
with toys; parents can have fun with them, 
too, especially with such a toy as an elec- 
tric train, Almost any good book store will 
have a wide selection of picture books 
for children. Parents 
join in and the 
There are also color books, where 
“paints” with crayolas. Music is 
easy method of making fun for 
parent and child. Sometimes it can be i 
the form of a little songfest. at others it 
can take the form of records, a large vari- 
ety of which can be purchased at any good- 
sized music store. 

Instructional games can be fitted easily 
to situations around the home and of im- 
portance in the child’s daily life. Playing 
“telephone” will both be fun and teach the 
child how to use this instrument of com- 
munication. Colored papers pasted to 


(as 
well as story books) 
can 
pictures. 
the child 
another 


showing discussing 


streets at the proper time. Games can pre- 
children for normally dreaded even- 
such as visits to clinics for in- 
jections or removal of tonsils. A simple 
toothpick can be the hypodermic needle in 
the game. for instance. It will amaze _par- 
ents how the fear of such occasions is less- 
ened when the child has himself enacted 
these roles and has some understanding of 
what they are all about. 

As children grow older, their interests 
broaden. thus the games will progress from 
the “do” to the “make” The little 
girl will want to help mommy _ in_ the 
kitchen or make a piece of clothing. The 
little will become interested con- 
struction-type games. Both will find in- 
structional puzzles, suck as maps, highly 
interesting. Sometimes, t..zy will want to 
use this period for school homework. 

In cases where one child is younger than 
the other, time should be arranged so that 
Some- 


pare 
tualities, 


stage. 


boy 


the younger one goes to bed first. 
times the younger child can then share in 
singing or listening to records from his 
(or her) bed. 

There is no limit to the ways in which 
parents can plan bedtime periods to make 
them pleasant for all. And, as time passes, 
both will look forward to them nightly. 
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Female Trouble 


(Continued from Page 49) 


piles up and the womb tries to get rid of 
it by hard contractions just as it forces 
out a baby. These contractions or spasms 
are painful but they will continue until 
the womb is emptied. 

This condition can sometimes be relieved 
by exercise of the proper kind, by a pes- 
sary. or by an operation, all of which have 
the purpose of restoring the womb to its 
natural Displacement of the 
womb explains only a part of the causes of 
painful menstruation. The other 
Various theories have 


position, 


causes 
are not so definite. 
been proposed and include underdevelop- 
ment of the womb, emotional upsets, and 
an improper secretion of hormones. 
Excessive menstruation may 
because enough blood can be lost to make 
the patient Most often, 
ever, it is serious because it reveals a dan- 
gerous condition that is causing it. Cancer 
may be back of it. Therefore, any woman 
who bleeds more than usual at period time 
should see her doctor, especially if she is 


be serious 


anemic. how- 


over forty. It is even more urgent if the 
bleeding starts again after the change of 


life. 


However, she should never become pan- 
icky about it because other tumors and 
diseases are more frequently at fault. For 


instance, fibroid tumors, which rarely be- 
come cancers, and little finger-like growths 
in the womb called polyps, which do some- 
cause profuse 
surgery is 


times become cancers. can 
bleeding. Their cure by 
easy and simple and if done promptly they 
offer no threat to life. 

The retention in the womb of a portion 
of the afterbirth can cause excess bleed- 
ings as well as leukorrhea. People with 
high blood pressure often have extensive 
nosebleeds. For the they 
bleed excessively during menstruation. 

Missed — or menstruation, 
called amenorrhea, is not nearly so serious 
as excessive menstruation. Absence of 
monthly periods is normal before puberty, 
after the change of life, during pregnancy, 
It occurs after 
the womb. 


very 


same reason 


suspended 


and while nursing a baby. 
the removal the ovaries or 


If none of these circumstances exist it is 


WII III II III III IIIA AAA AAA AA SAA SDA SD SAA SAA SAA ASA SAA SAS SAS SAAS SASASACSACSACS SAA IK 


The Beauty 
Queen Racket 


In the March TAN 


PIII I HI IH III IAAI AISI AIA SAA AIA SAAS ASA SA AAS AS ASA SAAS AAA AS AS SASA SAAS ASH 


often difficult to locate the cause. 

In the early years of puberty, menstru- 
not fully established. There may 
that they are 


ation is 
be several months together 
missed but no one should be alarmed by 


this. Many people believe that menstrua- 
tion is a matter of life or death. This is a 
hangover from the superstition that the 


monthly flow represented a cleansing of 
the body. 
without danger. Its 
that it is a symptom of some other condi- 
tion. Therefore, 
her periods and then leaves off for a while, 
it is most likely because her glands have 
not gotten into full action. She should wait 
before deciding that something is radically 


Suppression of flow is of itself 
only significance is 


if a young girl starts on 


wrong with her. 
Change of life, or the menopause, comes 
to all women sooner or later. It may come 


gently with no other indication of its ar- 
rival than a sudden or gradual cessation 
of monthly periods. On the other hand 

may be a stormy to the 
extent of causing a mental reaction. The 
so-called hot flashes may be very annoy- 
ing. The monthly flow may stop one month 
But once 
a woman 


reappear- 


very event even 


and be resumed the next month. 
the cessation of flow is definite. 
should be very about its 
ance especially if it is of the type referred 
It may not be a menstrual 


wary 


to as “spotting.” 
flow at all but a symptom of cancer. 

A woman may undergo a “surgical” 
menopause as the result of surgical re- 
moval of the ovaries. Her monthly periods 
will stop and she usually experiences “hot 
flashes” as in the natural menopause. If 
the womb is removed without removal of 
the ovaries, the periods will stop but she 
will not suffer the other annoying features 
of the change of life. Doctors can now 
give wonderful relief from the distressing 
of both natural and _ surgical 


symptoms 
by the discreet use of sex hor- 


menopause 
mones. 
These are some but by no means all of 
the conditions that may constitute “female 
trouble.” Some are serious and others are 
insignificant. Since it is impossible for a 
woman to know which are important, the 
most sensible thing to do is to place her- 
self under the care of a good doctor and 
discount the blatant claims of patent med- 
THE END 


icines. 
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Poems Of 


Devotion 


FAIR WARNING 


Pray take heed, my love: 
Don't believe all the things 
These eyes would say, 
And 
Don’t believe all the kisses 
These lips would give, 
(nd 
Don’t let my sigh in your hair 
Set you trembling .. . 
sut if you are free at the moment, 
Let’s at least? 

Bill Smallwood 


YOU ARE THE ONE 


You are the one to whom 
I give my every thought and prayer; 
The only one whose happiness 


I ever want to share. 


| want to walk beside you 
When the sun is in the sky 

(And when the days are dreary 
(nd the clouds are rolling by. 


When there is moonlight on the lake 
(nd silver stars appear 

\nd in the whisper of the wind 
That tells me you are near. 


In every movement of the heart 
In every song or sound 

\nd in the last and every leaf 
That falls upon the ground. 


You are the only image 

In the mirror where I look 
And you are all the pages 

And the chapters of my book. 


Edith I. Beasley 


PUPPY LOVE 


My heart at puppy pace is dancing near 

Your feet and where you walk I frolic 
here 

(nd there, adoring more each block we 
stroll— 

Surprised to find I like my puppy role. 


Valerie West 
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(Continued from Page 13) 


and sighed. “ But even with you away, I 
ouess I'll be luckier than lots of girls. 
Selma says that New York is just full of 
girls who have no one at all. In her last 
letter she calls it the ‘city of lonely 
women.’ ” 


“What's wrong with the men up there?” 
I laughed. 

“Really, Randy, 
Mary said sharply. 
best ones are spoken for, 


it’s no joking matter,” 

“Selma says all the 
I feel sorry for 
the poor darling.” 

“If the man shortage is that desperate 
up there, maybe somebody ought to speak 
for me,” I said half-jokingly. “I know it’s 
a round about way of proposing, darling, 
but let’s get married.” 

“Now?” 

“Right this minute!” 

I felt her lips tremble under mine and 
I knew that she wanted to belong to me as 
much as I wanted her. So we were mar- 
ried and I set out for my new job. Mary 
was sorry to see me go and we both knew 
there would be months of loneliness ahead 


for us, but even as I got on the train, she 
was thinking of Selma, her cousin. That’s 


the kind of girl Mary was. 

“Please, Randy, look her up when you 
get to New York,” she begged. 

I wasn’t too keen about it, but I prom- 
ised to do as she asked. 

“And take her out a while,” 
Mary called as the train started up and 
gathered speed. 

I nodded and threw her 
kisses until she was out of sight. I didn’t 
know it then, but the memory of that slim 
girl standing on the lonely platform, with 
her face smiling up at me so trustingly, 
was to haunt me many times in the days 
and weeks ahead. 


once in 


waved and 


i WAS several weeks after my arrival 
in New York before I even gave a 


thought to Mary’s cousin. I soon discov- 
ered that a guy had no trouble at all in 
getting a date. From the way the fellows 
at the plant kept pestering me to go out 
with some lonely girl they knew, I was glad 
I was safely married to Mary. 

Joe Bailey, 
friendly with, even offered to pay the ex- 
penses if I would take out his girl friend’s 
roommate. « “No kiddin’, said 
one lunch hour, “this thing is about to bug 
me. I take Betty and all talks 
about is how lonely her friend Ruby is. 
Be a sport and take her out to the movies 
tonight so Betty and I can have the apart- 
ment to ourselves.” 

I shook my head. “I'd like to help out, 
Joe, but you know I’m married.” 


one of the men I became 


Randy,” he 


out she 


Joe almost choked on his beer. “What 
the hell’s that got to do with it?” He 
rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “If Betty 
don’t stop wailing about a man for Ruby. 
I'm liable to see what I can do to make her 
happy.” 

“With both of them living in the 
I asked in amazement. 
Nothing beats a try 


same 
house?” 
He smiled slowly. 
but a failure!” 
The last two letters I’d gotten from Mary 
asked whether I’d seen Selma yet. 
Friday night I telephoned and introduced 


so one 


myself. I thought she would jump through 
the phone when I asked her if she was 


busy that night, I heard excited voices in 
the background and gathered that she was 
relaying the news to her roommates. 
That was one thing I’d about 
New York. Most single girls share apart- 
ments with another. When one got mar- 
moved there was always 
I decided that 


learned 


ried or away 
another to take her place. 
the they saved on was only 
part of the reason for this doubling up. 
The other was that they were just plain 


money rent 


lonely. 

My first glimpse of 
harder than for 
why such an attractive young woman should 
find it hard to get an escort. We had ar- 
ranged to meet in the 125th Street subway 
station and had 
wearing so we could recognize each other. 

I saw first, standing by the coke 
machine. She was well-dressed and quite 
poised as she waited for a man she’d never 
She was not stunningly beautiful, but 


Selma made it 


ever me to understand 


described what we'd be 


her 


seen. 
her pleasant face reflected intelligence and 
personality. “Pardon me,” I “Tm 
King. Are you Miss Rogers?’ 

Her smile was warm and friendly. 
You know, I think I would 
you even if you hadn’t described 
Mary’s told me so much 


said, 


“Why. 
yes. have 
known 
yourself to me. 
about you in her letters.” 

We walked down the street to the Ay ollo 
Theater, where Dinah Washington was ap- 
pearing, and after the show we stopped for 
a drink, We took a table 
the conversation we'd started 
the theater. Selma told me about her job 
as a salesclerk and of her life the two years 
she’d been in New York. She wasn’t much 
interested in news about her relatives back 

Hudsonville, so I talked of other things. 

When it was time to go, the waiter came 
over and laid the check on the table. Selma 
then began digging into her 
said. When I 
she added, 
didn’t 


and cortinued 


on leaving 


glanced at it, 
“Tve got it,” 
her in amazement, 
care of the show 


purse. she 
stared at 
“You took 
you?” 

“Yes, but—” It was the first time I'd 
ever taken out a girl who reached for the 
check, 

“It’s easy to you're 
Selma laughed. “Look, I’m working, 
same as you. 
ready to share the expense.” 

I looked around in’ embarrassment, 
afraid that someone had seen her move 


“Do all New York 


fare, 


town,’ 
the 
I’ve had a good time, so I’m 


see new in 


toward her purse. 
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women feel that way?” I asked. “And by 
the way, please put that money away.” 

She started to laugh, but saw I was 
serious. “I can’t speak for all my sisters,” 
she replied, “but believe it or not, there 
are plenty of us who'd be only too happy 
to foot the bill—if it meant an enjoyable 
evening with a man.” 

I didn’t want to admit it, even to myself, 
but I was shocked. By Hudsonville stand- 
irds. the only thing worse than a woman 
paying a man’s bills was the man who let 
her do it. 

I began to understand what Mary meant 
when she said that she felt sorry for her 
cousin. I certainly hadn’t planned to make 
it a habit, but before long I was seeing 
Selma regularly. I'd called after our first 
date to thank her. but she was the one who 
did all the thanking. She seemed so grate- 
ful that when she started fishing around 
for another invitation, I didn’t have the 
heart to ignore her hint. 


A. S TIME went on, I became more lavish 

in displays of affection—a compliment 

on a new dress, an innocent kiss goodbye 

things like that. They seemed to do so 

much for her, made her glow with happi- 
ness. 

I’m not trying to say I didn’t get a big 
kick out of all this. Walking into a restau- 
rant or bar with a girl as attractive as 
Selma was enough to make any guy feel 
proud. But all the time I kept reminding 
nyself that I was married, that. Mary was 
waiting for me back home. Yet. I never 
quite got around to telling Selma that 
\lary and I were married, I guess I was 
afraid it would spoil things between us 
somehow. 

I realize now that it was not fair of me. 
But Selma and I never mentioned Mary 
any more. We were too busy having fun 
together. What finally happened seemed 
so natural and so right that it was over 
before either of us was aware of it. Now 
that I think back, I see that all along it 
was in the cards. 

Selma and her roommate had an ar- 
rangement of alternating on their dates 
one week Selma would spend Saturday 
night at home, while her friend went out. 
The next week, Selma would go out. I'd 
been in New York for almost a year when 
it happened. It was Selma’s turn to use the 
apartment so she had fixed dinner for me. 

Later, I helped her with the dishes and 
marveled at how domesticated I felt. I 
wondered whether she was aware of how 
much like a married couple we were just 
then. I could tell by the look in her eyes 
when I said it was time for me to go that 
she was not only aware of it, but hated to 
see it end. 

She walked to the door with me. “It was 
zreat, Selma,” I said. “The dinner, the 
drinks—everything.” I put my hands on 
her shoulders and planted a kiss on her 
forehead. “Goodnight.” 

She stood there. her eyes closed and her 
hands clasped together tight. “No need to 
x0—so early,” she said in a barely audible 
64 


voice. “Sue has gone to Baltimore for the 
weekend.” 

That was when I should have told her 
about Mary and me. But I couldn’t say 
anything. I recalled how happy Selma was 
when I phoned her, how pleased she was 
at my compliments. how she came alive 
whenever we were together. I had gotten 
into a habit of making her happy. 

I should never have started remember- 
ing. because when I was through, I had 
convinced myself that it was my duty to 
give her all the happiness within my power. 
And when I tossed my hat aside and took 
her in my arms, I didn’t need any more 
excuses. Her hungry. demanding kisses 
told me I hadn’t needed any excuse in the 
first place... 

The next morning I felt rotten. My con- 
science plagued me for a whole week and 
I made no move to get in touch with Selma. 
I wasted a whole pad of paper trying to 
compose a letter to Mary, telling her how 
I had betrayed her love and begging for 
forgiveness. I kept wondering what Selma 
felt. Did she expect me to marry her? 
Would she ever believe that I had no inten- 
tion of taking advantage of her loneliness? 

Her phone call was unexpected. 

“You know how it is. Selma.” I lied. “A 
lot of things came up and I just haven't 
had time to call. How are you?” I asked 
cautiously. 

“I’m fine. Randy.” she replied. “I miss 
seeing you—but I guess you can’t have 
everything.” 

“Selma—about last week 

“Don’t spoil it with apologies. Randy,” 
she said. Her voice was steady. “It was 
hard enough making myself forget that 
you're married to my cousin.” 

I was stunned. “Then—you knew all the 
time?” 

“Remember how shocked you were when 
I offered to pay for the drinks that first 
night?” she said. “You'll probably think 
I’m a low-down husband-stealer and—” 

“No. Selma!” I shouted. “It was all my 
fault.” 

“T knew what I was doing.” she said. “I 
told you I was willing to pay for what I 
wanted—” Her voice broke and her quiet 
sobs twisted my heart. “Ill pay this time, 
too. I just wanted you to know. Randy— 
it was worth it!” 

There was a click, then silence. Slowly I 
hung up the phone, I had met her over the 
phone, but now there was more than a few 
miles of wire separating us. I knew that 
she never wanted to see me again. 


I STILL wonder whether that one night 
of stolen love was worth whatever she 


paid in heartaches and regret. As for my- 
self, I know it wasn’t, because any day 
now I'll have to confess to Mary that she 
is one of the countless wives who have 
shared their husbands. 

But then I began to get into the subject 
by doing some reading. I really got an edu- 
cation by going into this question. Through 
my study of the problem I learned some 


of the arguments for some sort of share. 
the-husband plan. 

A Yale University professor seriously 
proposed such an idea, three years ago, 
And top flight United Nations experts, 
after finding a king with 110 wives. are 
still stumped in their efforts to come up 
with an alternative to plural marriages, 

But. most amazing of all, is the fact that 
there is an untold number of American 
men who actually have more than one legal 
wife! 

Let me pass on some of what I learned, 

Ralph Linton, professor of anthropology 
at Yale, after noting that the U.S. suffered 
comparatively few casualties in the last 
war, adds. “However, we already have a 
surplus of women in our population and it 
seems certain that this surplus will in. 
crease, wars or no wars. The problem of 
the unattached woman is already with us 
and will become more pressing as time 
goes on.” 

Professor Linton points out: “Most of 
the world’s societies permit plural wives. 
and a substantial majority of them regard 
this as the most desirable form of mar- 
riage. Comparative studies show that our 
own society is one of the very few which 
insists on monogamy while making no for- 
mal provision for taking care of its surplus 
women.” 

But in discussing polygamy—the techni- 
cal term for more than one wife—the so- 
cial scientist warns that Hollywood ver- 
sions of the custom be forgotten. 

“Most of us have been raised on the 
stories of the ‘Thousand and One Nights’.” 
he says, “and any mention of plural mar- 
riage raises pictures of veiled ladies and 
harems guarded by black eunuchs.” 

He then describes how polygamy works 
in the Sakalava tribe of Madagascar, The 
women outnumber the men among the Sa- 
kalava because of warfare and the dangers 
of hunting and deep-sea fishing. After ex- 
perimenting with possible partners. the 
adolescent boy and girl finally get married. 

“The groom’s family provides a house 
and the bride’s family furnishes it. All 
property is separately owned, but the wife 
controls the family purse.” he relates. 

“Sakalava men are not ashamed to do 
housework and baby-tending. but. even 
with this help, the women are confronted 
by an acute servant problem. Slaves have 
always been expensive and unreliable, and 
it is impossible to hire domestic help. 

“The situation is met quite consciously 
and realistically by taking in a second 
wife. In later years, a third or even a fourth 
wife may be added. but since each mar- 
riage has to be approved by all the pre- 
vious wives, it is rarely possible to get a 
unanimous decision on a fifth.” 

If a Sakalava man marries without any 
wife’s permission, she can divorce him and 
claim one-third of his personal property 
as alimony, Each wife has her own house. 
but the husband usually keeps his clothes 
in the house of Wife No. 1, who is con- 
sidered the family head. 

He must spend his time equally with 
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24 hours with each—no days 


each wife, 
off. The money he makes must be shared 
with the wife on whose day he worked. 


The custom for intimate relations is 
strictly outlined. He must sleep with each 
wife in turn. To be with one wife on an- 
other wife’s day 
form of adultery. 
romance with a 


is considered a serious 


However, if the husband 


woman outside 


enters a 
the family circle, the wives gang up on the 
lady and force her to marry their husband. 

“This is not a matter of morals,” says 
Prof, Linton. “It is based on the idea that 
if the lady is enjoying their husband’s so- 
ciety. she should contribute to his upkeep. 

“To people reared in our own tradition 
of romantic love and exclusive possession, 
such marriage arrangements seem like 
something out of ‘Alice in Wonderland.’ 
Nevertheless, there are millions of people 
who live under very similar arrangements 
and who seem to be quite as content with 
them as we are with ours,” this expert de- 
clares. 

Of course, the first big objection to such 
an arrangement is jealousy. And Prof. Lin- 
ton has an answer. “Given our present cul- 
ture background, there undoubtedly would 
be enough sexual jealousy to interfere se- 
riously with the working of the 
system,” he admits. 

“However, jealousy based on sex is much 
less instinctive than psychoanalysts would 
have us believe. The real foundation of 
jealousy is ego injury . . . sex is only one 
of many possible causes, but it has been 
played up as much in our own society as 
it has been played down in some others.” 

Telling how sharing sexual partners un- 
conditions — in- 


smooth 


der community-approved 
volves very little emotion, the anthropolo- 
gist continues, “Wives who help their hus- 
band select another wife, or husbands who 
lend their wives to younger brothers or vis- 
iting friends, get ego reinforcement rather 
than injury. There is no threat to their 
prestige or social they are 
sure of gratitude from the one they have 
helped.” 

He says that the pattern of romantic 
is fairly new in our own 


position and 


love in marriage 
culture, and predicts that “we may see it 
drop out when it becomes too inconven- 
ient.” 

Prof. Linton’s family of the future, un- 
der the share-the-husband plan, attracted 
was ad- 


attention when it 


vanced. There would be a husband, one or 


considerable 
more career wives, and a domestic wife in 
such a group. 

The career wives would work and add 
to the family income, enabling a 
standard of living. The 
chosen for her household skills and fond- 
ness for children, would take 
home, Each wife would act as baby-sitter, 
in rotation, 


higher 
domestic wife, 
care of the 


and each would be entitled to 
the husband’s services as escort on one of 
her nights out. 

Says the “Children 
grow up in an atmosphere of security and 
diffuse affection militate 
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against the development of fixations on 


yarents.” 


NOTHER SPOT on the globe where 
something is done to provide social se- 
rity for surplus women, and at the same 
me spread marital bliss to as many as 
ossible, is in the British Cameroons with 

African tribe of Bikom. 

Five years ago, the United Nations de- 
led that “uncivilized practice” in terri- 
ries under its trusteeship should be elim- 
ated. And in 1948, the UN General As- 
embly in Paris announced the lofty ideal 
“freedom of choice in marriage.” 
This declaration sounded a little hollow 
ter UN on-the-spot investigators discov- 
d that the Fon (king) of Bikom had 
10 wives. It became a mere whisper after 
Fon spoke his piece to a UN mission, 
ch quietly vacated the mountaintop 

kingdom of Bikom and left the Fon to en- 
his 110 wives in peace. 

he Fon, a spry youngster of 100, was 
dignant at insinuations that he was hold- 

any woman against her will. He pub- 
ly announced that any or all of his wives 

ild leave his compound that very min- 

if they wanted to. None left. 

Then the Fon, through an interpreter, 
of the UN experts. “Wherein 
the need . to force me to abandon 
life and take to which 
unknown to me and not wished 


f 1anded 
vay of (one) 
ntirely 


‘I am far advanced in age, fairly over 
10. and being the nearer the other end 
my life. the call to eternal peace may 
yme to me any day.” 
The old man denounced the “white 
’s culture,” and said that unless he had 
ves he could not discharge his duties as 
statement: 
have 


[he tribe’s elders issued a 
[he chief's wives in this country 
n and are still second only to their chil- 
en in the enjoyment of the good things 
life . . . The only complaint the pres- 
chief’s wives give is that they produce 
children.” 
And the Fon’s 110 wives loyally de- 
led his position in a petition they drew 
p. One wife added: “We do not grudge 
husbands. We. the Fon’s wives, 
happily with the Fon according to our 


ve law and custom.” 
fhe UN commission returned to “civili- 
n” and reported to the trusteeship 


incil. Several delegates hotly demanded 
at the UN pass a vote of formal censure 
gainst the Fon. 
But the men who had talked with the 
1uch-married patriarch urged caution, and 
vas decided: “No action by the council 
called for on this question.” 
Polygamy exists in other places. Mos- 
ms may have up to four wives, the num- 
ber set by Islamic law, while the funda- 


entalist Mormons in this country still 
actice “bootlegging plural wives,” al- 


vugh the U.S. government and the Mor- 
ion church have outlawed the practice. 
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This is also true in Turkey, despite a law 
of 1926 making it illegal. 

At this point in my search for an answer 
to this whole problem, I reached the con- 
clusion that American men and women 
just aren’t ready to accept anything as 
drastic as plural marriage. Then I discov- 
ered that thousands and thousands of men 
in this country already have two wives. 

Our mixed-up divorce laws—a different 
one in each of the 48 states—are responsi- 
ble for the startling fact that many a re- 
married divorced person is still legally 
married to mate No. 1. 

It took a U.S. Supreme Court decision 
to throw the spotlight of public attention 
on some 4 million remarried divorcees who 
are today “living in sin.” 


ACK IN 1940, O. B. Williams and Lilly 
Shaver Hendrix went to Reno for di- 
vorces. Williams had been married in 
North Carolina 24 years earlier. Lilly, also 
from North Carolina, had been married for 
24 years. They won their divorce suits two 
months apart. then Williams and the ex- 
Mrs. Hendrix were promptly married and 
returned to their native State. 
But their 
pected. They were indicted. tried and con- 


reception was quite unex- 
victed of “bigamous cohabitation.” The 
North Carolina court threw out their Reno 
divorce. even though Nevada grants about 
19.000 a year. 

The Williams took the case to the U.S. 
Supreme Court on two different occasions. 
The high court decided on the second ap- 


peal that the North Carolina jury was 
within its rights by finding that the 
defendants were not really nor legally 


domiciled in Nevada. The couple faced a 


sentence of one year in jail, but Gov. R. 
Gregg Cherry pardoned them. 

Eight million Americans have been dj- 
vorced in the past 10 years, and seven out 
of eight of them are married again or will 
be within five years after the decree. The 
Supreme Court decision, reaffirming each 
State’s right to ignore divorces in another, 
means that nearly half of these remarried 
couples have more than one mate. 

Justice Black, however. handed down a 
minority opinion that suggested that one 
State should recognize the judicial pro. 
ceedings of another unless some substan- 
tial fraud could be proved. 

Naturally, few of the “tainted” remar- 
riages will ever be subjected to future 
court tests. But as one authority puts it: 
“There is nothing in the law to insure that, 
after a divorce by mutual consent or de- 
fault, a remarriage will be legal and its 
children legitimate in any or all of the 
other States of the Union.” 

The judiciary committee of the U.S, 
Senate reported early in 1952: “The re- 
fusal of the various States to abide by the 
rulings of each other’s courts leaves per- 
haps as many as 4.000.000 people in the 
United States facing. in the words of Mr. 


Justice Black. possible ‘criminal prosecu- 


tion and harassment’.” 

So. Joe Doaks who is married to Sally 
in North Carolina and at the same time is 
still the legal spouse of Sue in Georgia 
may not be aware of it but he is operating 
under a form of share-the-husband plan. 
I think it is only a question of time before 
intelligent people will finally see that the 
only thing to do is to put the whole busi- 
ness on a legal and respectable basis. 


THE END 





Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 10) 


they honestly want you for their son or 
daughter. make no mistake about that. 

Whether they learn to love or hate you. 
depends entirely upon your own behavior. 
Remember, they also have a problem of 
adjustment not only to a new mate, but to 
a ready-made family and set way of life. 

You can begin to do your part by realiz- 
ing that a parent has a right to compan- 
ionship, that life does not stop for him or 
her at a mate’s death or the divorce court. 
Once you have begun to think beyond your 
own narrow horizon and can see the prob- 
lems of your natural parent, it should not 
be hard to be tolerant about the happiness 
of the newcomer. 

The event of a new mother or father can 
be as exciting as the event of a baby broth- 
er or sister, whom you are expecting home 
from the hospital. Only with a new par- 
ent, you have the advantage of finding out 
about them before they come to live with 
you. Their sex, their appearance, their 
likes and dislikes. their hopes, ambitions, 
occupations are all known factors before 
the rice and wedding cake. 


Just meet them half way. accept them as 
real and sincere until they prove otherwise. 
and your problem will be solved before it 
has a chance to form. The average incom- 
ing parent will be so relieved to find friend- 
liness instead of hostility that he or she 
will do backbends to keep on the good side 
of you. 

And if you are as bright as Aunt Jane 
thinks you are. you will follow up that 
lead. Make them proud of your talents, 
your accomplishments, your manners. your 
ambitions. Give them something to tell the 
boys in the back room or the girls at the 
beauty parlor about. This 
daughter business is a selling job on your 


stepson-step- 


side as well as theirs. 

Don’t be afraid to show appreciation for 
things they do for you. Don’t be afraid to 
feel genuine affection for them. Take them 
into your confidence and plot with them 
surprises and treats for other members of 
your household. Enjoy having a new pat 
ent. And if you really want to become the 
apple of their eye. want to get in solid with 
the new boarder, kiss them on the cheek, 
pat them on the po po and your wish will 
be their every desire. 
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| Cheated 
On My GI 
Husband 


(Continued from Page 18) 
the corner grocery he got two big round 
cheese boxes, painted them green and set 
them on either side of the radio. “Seats or 
wastebaskets. depending on the way you 
turn them!” he laughed. 

From the beginning, it was plain that 
wed bought Mrs. Nelson along with the 
house. Between work and school. Joe was 
away much of the time. Mrs, Nelson and 
her bright chatter filled in my lonely days, 
and working to make the house more at- 
tractive kept me going. When I started 
making some curtains from some cheap 
material I had bought. Mrs. Nelson in- 
sisted that I use her sewing machine. So 
even though her prying curiosity got on 
my nerves sometimes, she was a big help 
to us in more ways than one. 

Living in an out-of-the-way 
hood as we did, I soon discovered that my 


neighbor- 


friends soon forgot me. Our first visitors 
were Hi Barnes, a buddy of Joe’s. and his 
wife, Marcia. I was a little scared of Mar- 
cia. She was older than I, about 22 and aw- 
fully sophisticated. She wore the kind of 
clothes that look 
shabby by comparison, After the introduc- 
tions were over. Joe took Hi down into the 


made my best dress 


basement and left me to entertain Marcia. 

She threw a critical glance around the 
bare living room. “Is Joe nuts?” she asked. 
“Surely he doesn’t expect you to camp out 
like this!” 

“Oh. we'll get things in time.” I said, 
trying to sound very gay and hopeful. “You 
know how it is.” 

She swung a shapely leg encased in 
sheer nylon and studied the tip of the ex- 
pensive shoe. “Yeah. I know. And IL know 
that a woman is entitled to some fun and 
some pretty clothes before she settles down 
toa thing like this.” 
rette into the ashtray with slim, red-tipped 
fingers. “Look, Nancy.” she said sharply, 


She pressed her ciga- 


“a woman has to let a man know what she 
wants,” 

I spread my hands. “When you marry a 
man like Joe who's got his heart set on 
having a home, what else can you do but 
string along?” 

Her laugh carried an edge of hardness. 
“When I married Hi, he had 
Wanted to start a radio repair business 
with the few measly bucks we had. Why, 
it would have taken years to... well, I 
soon put a stop to that!” 

Her poised confidence filled me with 
envy. “I guess I don’t know much about 
men,” I admitted ruefully. “Joe’s the only 
fellow I ever dated steady, And he’s so 
darn crazy about this place ws 

“Crazy is right!” Marcia shrugged. 
“Well, I guess it’s all right if you like this 


ideas, too. 








sort of life. But you’re young and you’re 
pretty. Nancy. If I were you I'd come right 
out and tell Joe to come down to earth.” 

The fellows came up from the basement, 
talking about how to make a sliding door 
for the closet. They sat down on the two 
cheese boxes and I served the sandwiches 
and drinks I'd prepared. 

Hi looked around with 
glance, “I think folks 


thing in buying this place.” he said. 


an approving 


you did a smart 


“Don’t you go getting any ideas, dar- 


ling!” Marcia cut in. Her face was set in 
a hard smile. 
Hi grinned sheepishly. “I’m not. I’m just 


telling Joe,” he said wistfully. 


A FEW DAYS later, Marcia called. She 
*~* and Hi were spending the weekend in 
the country and they wanted us to join 
them. I got all excited and could hardly 
wait for Joe to come home to tell him. But 
he squelched the idea with a few “practi- 
cal” words, “No can do. honey,” he said, 
shaking his head. “Old Man Budget won't 
stand for it. Marcia goes in for expensive 
liquor and steaks and we'd have to share 
expenses. Besides, we’d need clothes we 
don’t have.” 

I blew up then. Who 
cares about the darned old budget? I want 
some out of life. You don't 
think about the budget it’s 


broken-down piece of junk you want tor 


Sudget. budget! 
tun stop to 
when some 
the house!” I raved. 

The minute the words were out I was 
sorry. but I twisted out of his reach and 
ran upstairs. [It was our first quarrel and 
we both were so bewildered and hurt that 
after a few hours of pouting in silence, we 
broke down and fell into each others arms. 
We made up that night. But we didn’t go 
on the week-end holiday. 

We went along. with our ups and downs, 
eradually transforming the house from a 
barn into a home. Even Marcia had to ad- 
mit that we'd done wonders with the place. 
By this time, I was as completely wrapped 
up in the house as Joe was. helping him 
paint and paper the walls and finding my 
happiness in working side by side with 
my husband. 

Eventually. the house was enough under 
control for me to get a job. We rose early 
and ate breakfast together just as the sun 
began filtering through the leaves of the 
big oak in our backyard. There was noth- 
ing in the world more completely satisfy- 
ing than lingering over coffee and that last 
cigarette. with Joe smiling at me across 
the table. 

My folks had moved away to Michigan 
and I had no one except Joe. But what wife 
could ask than a husband like 


for more 


Joe? Our life had settled into a safe, se- 
cure pattern that made any other existence 
unthinkable. 


(nd yet. my way of life was soon to be 
changed. The first ominous sign was Joe’s 
grave “His 
been called back into service, Nancy. He 


announcement one evening, 


was in the reserves.” 
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“Oh, Joe, how awful!” I exclaimed, my 
thoughts running to Marcia. It never oc- 
curred to me that I’d be needing her sym- 
pathy until a short time later when Joe 
told me that he’d received his orders too. 

“But they can’t do that to us!” I cried. 
“Just when things were going so well. Oh, 
darling, what are we going to do?” 

Joe slipped his arms around me and held 
me close. He buried his face against my 
neck. “Oh, God!” I heard his anguished 
noan, But when he looked up, a forced 
smile was on his face. “I was in the re- 
serves, too, honey. When you gotta go, you 
cotta go.” 

I suddenly realized that he needed all 
the comfort I could give him. I knew what 
t would mean for him to be torn away 
from me and from the house we’d worked 
so hard to get. The bottom had dropped 
ut of everything, yet with so little time 
left to be shared, I didn’t dare give way to 
ny fears and misgivings. 

“Tell you what, soldier,” I said with 
forced gaiety, “let’s get something to eat. 
\n army travels on its stomach, they say.” 

Joe helped me fix supper. As he put the 
amburger into the frying pan, he said, 
“They're sending the fellows to the west 

vast for training.” 

We discussed the possibility of my go- 

out there to be near him, but decided 
that I'd have to stay and take care of the 
iouse. We both were trying to cover up 
nervousness, but I spilled some of the 
ffee when someone knocked on the door. 
Of course, it was Mrs. Nelson. “Just 
hought you'd like some chocolate cake for 
ipper,” she said. “Today’s my day for 


< I 


aking.” 

‘Gee, thanks!” Joe said, acting as if we 
idn’t a care in the world. “Stay and have 
me with us.” 

[ echoed his invitation faintly, crossing 


fingers and praying that she’d go. 
When she left, I ran into Joe’s arms. 
We've had such a wonderful time to- 
ether, darling.” I whispered. “I never 


reamed it would be so perfect. And it'll 
the same when you come back—won't 
I begged. 
“Sure it will, baby,” he soothed. “Only— 
[ hate to leave you alone like this. You're 
o young : 
[ stretched to my full five feet. “I’m a 
girl now, remember? I’ve been a mar- 
1 woman for six months and ten days. 
Everyone knows that 18 for a woman is 
qual to 23 for a man, so that makes us 
tly the same. Besides, I have Mrs. 
elson to look after me.” I ended shakily. 
That’s right.” He sounded relieved. 
I'd almost forgotten her. Sure, she'll be 
lad to keep an eye out for you.” 
Phe next few days just melted away. Our 
night together was full of reassuring 
lk and sweet intimacy. I tried to imagine 
»w it would be with the bed beside me 
ld and empty, and the mere thought of it 
ight tears to my eyes. Tenderly, Joe 
ssed them away and my heart almost 
rst with love for him. It was like reliv- 
our wedding night... 


00 


And then Joe was gone and I was left 
alone in the big, empty house, so silent and 
lifeless that I felt smothered with loneli- 
ness. At night I'd cry myself to sleep. “Joe 
—Joe! I need you. 'm only 18, just last 
year I was in high school. I don’t want to 
grow up so fast! I want to be loved, to have 
fun. I want you, Joe!” 

But my _ heartbroken 
lowly off the walls, and there was no one 
to kiss away the tears 

It was hard trying to follow Old Man 
Budget with less money coming in—the 
notes on the house. gas and light. carfare. 
Old Man Budget swallowed up everything 
and all I had was an empty house. My 
folks wrote asking me to come to Michigan 
and stay with them, but I had to stay and 
look after the house. 

Each new day was worse than the day 
before. Joe was shipped to Germany. Cali- 
fornia had been bad enough. but this was 
on the other side of the world. “Nobody 
cares what happens to us young married 
folks,” I thought bitterly. “Even God seems 
against us. He lets us fall in love and then 


sobs echoed hol- 


He separates us!” 


I'd seen Marcia occasionally, but she 
visited me only when she had nothing else 


to do. She dropped in unexpectedly one 
night, looking like a cover girl in a tailored 
gray suit, her hair carefully done, and 
brimming over with vitality. “I've quit my 
job, Nancy.” she told me excitedly, “I’m 
going eut to California and stay with Hi. 
I'm living alone and I definitely don’t like 
it. Besides. there are too many pretty girls 
out there. Take the day off and go shop- 
ping with me tomorrow.” 

She spent a whole month’s salary on 
clothes. while I watched. my heart filled 
with envy and resentment. That night I 
cried again. 

The days dragged on endlessly and I 
was getting resigned to the monotony when 
Marcia came back. “Hi and I broke up.” 
she said in a tight voice. “It was a mistake 
to go out there. I couldn't find a decent 
place to live. Our money ran out and Hi 
began to act like he wished I hadn't come.” 

She was still the sleek. 
Marcia, despite the circles under her eyes 
and the bitter around mouth. 
“We had a big fight,” she continued. puff- 
ing angrily at her cigarette. “I gave up 
my room and moved to a cheaper place 
without telling him. I guess I wanted to 
teach him a lesson, but when I tried to get 
in touch with him a few days later, he’d 


well-groomed 


lines her 


shipped out.” 

Her lips quivered and for a minute I 
thought she would break down and cry. I 
felt sorry for her, even though she quickly 
recovered her poise and said grimly, “But 
I’m darned if [ll eat my heart out for any 
man—not even Hi.” 

N ARCIA had come directly to our 

house and -as time passed and she 
made no move to find a place to live we 
both sort of took it for granted that she’d 
stay with me. It wasn’t an arrangement I 
would have sought, but I had to admit that 





just having her around was payment 
enough for whatever extra inconvenienc 
she caused. 

I know she wrote several letters to Hi. 
But when no answers came, her tongue got 
sharper and sharper. I put up with he 
constant griping because I knew she wa 
all mixed up inside and I suspected tha 
her hard-boiled attitude was really a coy. 
er-up for the hurt. But when she starte 
dating other men, I felt it was time for me 
to step in. 

She avoided meeting my eyes whien | 
brought it up. “I’m not going to spend m 
life mooning over someone who doesn} 
care whether I’m dead or alive!” she re. 
torted. 

“But Hi is such a swell fellow,” I said, 
“Maybe when he comes back, you can 
patch things up.” 

She came back with a brittle laugh, 
“Keep your dreams, honey. Only remem 
ber, sooner or later you’ve got to wake up. 
I've had my eyes opened and I’m going t 
keep them that way!” 

My own problems were increasing. With. 
out a man around, keeping up a house can 
hecome awfully expensive. There wasn't 
any janitor I could call when things went 
wrong. A water pipe burst in the basement 
and before I noticed it, there was a lot of 
damage. I found it would cost at least $100 
to get it fixed. 

I was so angry and discouraged | 
couldn’t even ery. “Oh, damn!” I blurted 
out. “Everything happens to me. I pour 
every cent into this old place and it’s never 
enough.” 

Marcia tried to be helpful. “Ill take out 
a salary loan and you can get it fixed,” 


—e 


she suggested. 

“Oh. no. I couldn’t. Besides, 
think Joe would approve.” 

“Don’t be silly. Nancy.” she replied. 
“Call it an advance on room and board, if 
you want to. I want you to have it. Maybe 
I'll get enough so we can get some Easter 
outfits.” 

I finally agreed. and although it was sup- 
posed to pay only for Marcia’s share of ex- 
penses, she began acting as if she’d bought 
half interest in the house, I didn’t know 
how to cope with her cold assurance. 

One night she announced, “There are a 
couple of fellows from the office coming 
out tonight. They’re bringing beer and 
some food. Why don’t you join the party?” 

“No, thanks.” I said curtly. 

They came before she was 
though. and I had to let them in. “Hey, 
Jim, Mareia’s holding out on us,” one of 
them yelled when he saw me. “I'll settle 
for you any day, baby,” he crooned, grab- 
bing my hand. 

“Ill call Marcia,” I muttered and fled 
up the stairs. 

Several times they called for me to come 
down and by midnight the radio was going 
full blast and the three of them sounded 
like a wild party. I wondered what Mrs. 
Nelson would think. 

“Please don’t ask them here any more,” 
I begged Marcia the next morning. 


I don't 


dressed, 








stu 


pri 
he 





payment 
NVENience 


ers to Hi. 
ONgue got 
with he 
y she was 
‘cted that 
ly a Coy. 
le started 
1e for me 
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don’t be 
sitting up in bed. 
times I wonder whether you know how to 


“Oh. 


have a good time.” 
“Not with Joe gone! 
A few nights later, she asked me to do 
a favor. “Look, Nancy, I’m in a jam,” 
pleaded. “I've got an important date and 
I forgot that I'd already told Grant to come 
over tonight. You've just got to help me 
And come to think of you might 


” 


she 
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out. 
even have fun entertaining him. He’s kinda 
cute.” 
I was shocked. “Oh. Marcia! I can't 
I won't i“ 
“Sure you can.” she coaxed. “All you 


have to do is answer the door when he 
comes. If you don't like his looks, then tell 
him I went to visit a sick aunt or some- 


thing.” 


“I'm not going to lie for you.” I shouted 
indignantly. 
The ingratiating smile left her face. 


“That wasn’t the way you talked when you 
wanted a favor.” she reminded me with 
sneer. 

I sat there too angry with myself to an- 
swer. Marcia was always throwing it up to 
me when she wanted to win her point. If 
I'd been a little smarter, I could have fig- 
ured out that if she could get a salary loan 
But at the time I'd just been 
there was nothing 


so could I. 
grateful. So in the end, 
for me but to consent. 
My breath stopped when I answered the 
door that night. The man standing on the 
porch was a tall, nice-looking fellow, and 
when he spoke, his voice sounded so much 
like Joe’s couldn’t believe my 
Marcia ready?” he asked after 
studied each other for a moment. 
“Come _ in, you,” I stammered. 
“Marcia is—well, she had to go to her sis- 
ter’s—she’s sick, The Marcia.” 
I don’t know whether he 
but I could see he was disappointed. 
promised to help me break in my. new car,” 


ears. “Is 
we had 
won't 
sister, not 
believed me, 
“She 


he said. “It’s no fun riding around alone. 
Maybe—” His eyes pleaded with me. 

“Oh, I couldn't.” I said, instantly on 
guard. “My husband’s in the service, and 
—well, being married—” 

“Has nothing to do with it,” he cut in. 
“Just for a ride.” he persisted. “There’s 
nothing wrong in that, is there?” 

I stood there wavering. unable to keep 
from responding to the smile on his face. 


he’d come all the 
And it was 


After all, I told myself, 
Way out only to be stood up. 
just a ride. 

Grant drove out through the country and 
along the river. It the first 
months I’d been away from the house, free 
from the depressing loneliness. I didn’t feel 
wicked, just relaxed and We 
stopped at a little place along the highway 


was time in 


happy. 


for something to eat. 
“You're so little and so young,” Grant 
marveled. “It’s hard to think of you as a 
married Your him 
much?” 
I couldn’t answer, just 
with the crumbs on the table. 


woman. guy—miss 
sat there toying 


The juke box 


came to life and Grant said. “Let’s dance. 
I'll bet you’re a marvelous dancer!” 
We danced, and by 


could almost believe it was Joe holding me 
in his arms, paying me pretty compliments 


closing my eyes I 


that made me feel alive and wanted again. 


It was late when we got home. “Can't I 
come in for a few minutes?” Grant 
pleaded. 

‘And make me the talk of the neighbor- 


I laughed. 

He pressed my hand. “We can’t let that 
happen. But how about doing this again?” 

I shook my but I’m 
afraid I can’t.” 

And I thought I meant it. But why did 
I feel guilty as I lay bed remembering 
the pleasant evening with Surely, 
it was better to spend an innocent evening 
like that instead of sitting home alone, cry- 
ing over Joe. 

“How'd you make out 
Marcia asked the next morning. 

I knew there was no use trying to keep 
it from her so I told her what had hap- 


hood i 


head. “It was fun, 


Grant? 


with Grant?” 


pened. 

“So you finally decided to play it smart,” 
she laughed. “Grant’s a nice guy. 
Marcia had to rush off to work, but since 
Saturday, I had the whole day to 
Mrs. Nelson came over with some 
had baked. “I didn’t expect you 


it was 
myself. 
rolls she 


to be up so early.” she said casually, “see- 
ing how late you got in last night.” 
I felt my cheeks burning. “Yes, I was 


out riding—with a friend.” 

She nodded understandingly. “It’s good 
What do you hear 
And I had the feel- 


reminding me of 


to get out now and then. 
from Joe?” she added. 
ing that she was gently 
my obligations as a wife. 

Grant phoned that afternoon. “Another 
grand day.” he said. “How about a ride in 
the country?” 

“Sorry. Grant.” 

“Just like that!” he kidded. “Oh, 
I’m used to being stood up. I’m right down 
the street at the drug store. Come on and 
have a bite to eat with me. [Il bet you had 


well. 


the leftovers in the refrigerator for lunch.” 
“Now that you mention I didn’t eat 
any lunch.” | laughed. 
en eee al 
“Well. ‘all right. Just for a little while.” 
WENT running down the steps. feeling 


good because I was going to meet a fel- 


low who reminded me of Joe. But when I 


got to the drug store, I went in very casual- 


ly, aware that neighbors might be watch- 


ing. Grant played along with me. “Imagine 


running into you,” he exclaimed. “Will you 
join me in a cup of coffee?” 
“Thank you,” I said, very proper and 


sedately. 
We sat 


cause Grant kept begging me to go 


in the booth quite a while be- 
some 
place with him. I remained firm, although 
part of me That night | 
took Joe’s picture to bed with me, but as | 
cried myself to sleep I couldn’t tell whether 
the deep, laughing voice that kept running 


cried out to go. 
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through my brain belonged to Joe or to 
Grant. 

All the next week I was so blue I could 
barely make it through the days at work. 
The weather was nasty too, and one night 
I left the building and stepped out into a 
lriving rain. I was tired all through, sick 

heart, and the thought of going home 
yas almost more than I could stand. 

“Nancy!” I felt a hand on my arm and I 
swung around, my heart pounding furious- 
y. For one ecstatic moment, I thought it 
vas Joe. But it was Grant and it was all I 

suld do to keep my voice steady as I said 
hello. 

“Say, young lady,” he scolded, “we’ve 
ot to do something about you. Your eyes 

all red and puffed, and— Come on, get 

to the car,” he ordered. 

I was too tired and dejected to raise any 
s»bjections. He took me to dinner and al- 
though it lifted my sagging spirits I 

ildn’t shake the feeling of discomfort 
that settled over me. Suppose someone saw 

? What if word should get to Joe that I 

as out with another man? Finally, I asked 
Grant to take me home. 

Che weather had cleared and I felt much 
better by the time we drove up in front of 
the house. “I’m sorry I spoiled your eve- 
ning by being so gloomy, Grant,” I apolo- 

zed, “I just wasn’t in the mood.” 

His eyes searched my face for a long mo- 
“Maybe you're 

the mood for this—” Before I could 
iove away, his arms had captured me and 

lips burned against mine. 

[ closed my eyes and it was like having 
Joe back, having his arms around me so 

mg and comforting. “Oh, Grant,” I 

tiled, “I’m so lonesome I don’t know what 


nt, then he said softly. 


to do!” 
“You poor darling,” he murmured. His 
hands cupped my face. “You're so 

tle and helpless you make a guy want 


I pulled away. “Please. Grant! We 
istn’t even think such things.” I flung 
open the door of the car and dashed up the 
ps. But as I fumbled for my key, he 
ume up behind me. 
‘T can’t bear to think of you all alone in 
it big house.” he said. “Let me come in 
ith you, Nancy. Just until Marcia comes 
ic. : 
“No. Grant,” I cried. “Please don’t make 
harder for me.” 
little while,” he insisted. His 
“Just a 


“Just a 

m slipped around my waist. 
little while, honey.” 

There wild, insistent warning 
sounding inside me. If Grant camein... 
\ girl knows when she has been stripped 
of all her defenses. And yet... to go 

to that dark house alone . .. when I 

as aching for the comfort of a man’s 


was a 


ms around me, yearning for kisses and 
rds of affection... 
“Just for a few minutes,” I said in a 
strained voice. 
There was a tense 


Then 


We stepped inside. 
ment as we faced each other. 


iV 


Grant swept me into his arms and I felt 
myself returning kiss for kiss until the 
whole world was aflame and the two of 
us were consumed with it... 


HE NEXT DAY I was plain scared. My 

conscience nearly drove me crazy. Mrs. 
Nelson didn’t pay her usual visit and I 
wondered whether she had seen Grant and 
me come in so late—or worse yet, seen him 
leave. And Marcia. although she said noth- 
ing, kept looking at me like a cat that had 
swallowed a canary. a smug “I-told-you-so” 
look on her face. She had come home while 
Grant was still there and even though she 
had gone directly to her room she must 
have known I had company. 

She dangled a pair of expensive earrings 
from her fingers. “I suppose Grant will be 
making your life a lot brighter now,” she 
said, raising her eyebrows. “I can show 
you the nicest jewelry store to take him—” 

“Marcia! What are you saying? You 
don’t think that I—” 

She put her hands on her hips and 
laughed coarsely. “You're not trying to 
pull that sweet and innocent act, after last 
night, are you?” 

I tried to get past her to go upstairs, but 
she blocked my way. “From now on,” she 
said harshly, “you needn't go around look- 
ing down your nose at me, either. The only 
difference between us is that I’ve got some- 
thing to show for it the morning after!” 

I pushed past her and ran to my room. I 
fell across the bed, sobbing. What Marcia 
had said was true, but the way she said 
it made it seem so cheap and shameful. 
Most of the anger that filled my heart was 
for myself, for my betrayal of Joe’s love. 
And now that Marcia knew about it and 
Mrs. Nelson was suspicious, there seemed 
to be little chance of keeping the truth 
from Joe. 

Marcia and [ barely spoke the rest of 
the week. Grant tried repeatedly to get 
in touch with me, but I refused to go to 
the phone. At the end of the week, he 
came to the house. Marcia was out some- 
where and I was glad because I wanted 
to talk with him. 

Only. I found to my dismay that trans- 
gression comes easier the second time. We 
started out sanely enough, as I tried to 
convince Grant that it was wrong for us 
But he 
merely laughed easily and gathered me in 
That was Mrs. Nelson 
Now she had gone and some 
“Remember 


to continue seeing each other. 
his arms. when 
walked in. 
of the shock had worn off. 
last week?” Grant was saying persuasively. 

“Yes, Grant, I remember,” I said evenly. 
“As long as I live I'll never forget what 
I did to Joe in a moment of weakness. I 
was scared and lonely and then you came 
along, but that was no excuse. I realize 
now that Joe must be lonely too.” 

“Sure, Nancy, and if he’s anything like 
the Gls I know, he’s having his fun.” 

“But he’s not like them!” I declared 
loyally. “Joe is my husband.” 

“All right, all right, so he’s your hus- 


band,” Grant said, a little irritated. “We 
can still—” 

“No, Grant,” I said firmly. “You'd bet. 
ter go now.” 

He saw I meant it. “Okay, I guess you 
know what’s best for you. Do you suppose 
old Mrs. Busybody will blab to him?” 

I was close to tears now. The strain was 
beginning to tell on me. “It makes no dif. 
ference whether she does or not,” I told 
him, “because I’m going to tell Joe all 
about it myself!” 

Grant smiled wryly. “Well, I hope you 
don’t mind if I don’t wait around to watch 
the roof fall in,” he said, getting his hat 
and coat. He paused at the door. “It was 
swell knowing you, Nancy.” 

“Goodbye, Grant,” I said with finality, 

He left and I was alone with only the 
torturing thoughts that plagued my brain, 
I remembered all the little joys and the 
heartaches Joe and I had shared, and some. 
how my infatuation with Grant dropped 
into the background. Yet, I knew that 
even if it cost the love and respect Joe had 
for me I had to tell him. If he left me, 
then that would be the terrible price of my 
sin, 

I was still sitting in the living room, 
trying to pull together the pieces of my 
confused thoughts when Marcia came 
home. Her face was streaked where tears 
had ruined her makeup and stark terror 
was in her eyes. I jumped up. “Marcia! 
What is it?” I cried. 

“Oh, Nancy, Nancy!” She came to me 
and laid her head on my shoulder, sob- 
bing bitterly. “I’m so miserable. I don't 
know which way to turn.” 

“But what’s happened?” 

“’m—I got caught! Me! Marcia the 
smart cookie, the girl who knew all the 
answers! Only I’m pregnant now and I'm 
so scared I could kill myself.” 

I was so stunned I couldn’t speak, I 
just stood there, patting her shoulder and 
trying to think of something to say. 

She raised up her head and dabbed at 
her red-rimmed “Oh, Nancy, you 
were so much smarter than I.” Her hands 
So much smarter. 


eyes. 
made aimless gestures. ~ 
You have everything. A nice home—a hus- 
band who loves you. Don’t ever mess up 
the way I did.” 

She refused the drink I offered her and 
started upstairs. 

“Wait a minute, Marcia,” I called. “This 
telegram came for you.” 

“Thanks,” she blubbered, taking the en- 
velope and slowly climbing the steps. 

Bewildered, I sank into a chair. Mar- 
cia envied me! All along, when she'd acted 
so hard and sophisticated, she had _ been 
envying me. The front she had put up had 
just been to cover her hurts. And now she 
had lost, just as I had almost lost. 

Almost? Sudden fears stabbed through 
my heart. Maybe Mrs. Nelson had written 
Joe about me. Maybe I'd been as unlucky 
as Marcia... 

Just then I heard Marcia’s happy yell. 
“It’s from Hi!” she called down to me. 
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“He’s in Oakland—on his way home! Oh, 
Nancy—” 

| heard her run to the steps. 
thing I knew there was a terrible scream 
and a dull sickening thud as she fell head- 
My own scream was 


The next 


long down the stairs. 
an echo of hers. I ran to her and tried 
to lift her, but her limp form weighed 
me down. I rushed to the door. “Mrs. 
Nelson—Mrs. Nelson, come quick. It’s 
Marcia—” 

Marcia’s fall was not serious, they told 
us when we finally got her to the hospital, 
but her condition complicated her recov- 
ery. The doctor assured us she could be 
home by the time Hi arrived, and added 
regretfully that she had lost the baby. 


ACK HOME. I was still moving around 

in a daze. Everything had happened 
so fast. I couldn’t think straight. But there 
was one thing I had to do. Mrs. Nelson 
was about to leave, but I asked her to stay 
for a moment. 

“Mrs. Nelson, I’m not trying to excuse 
the way I’ve behaved, but about last night 
—you won't tell Joe about last night? You 
see—I’ve got to tell him myself.” 

She came over and put her motherly 
arms around me. “Why I wouldn’t think 
of it, Nancy. I guess you got pretty tired 
of me butting in on you all the time, but 
that was only because I think of you as if 
you were my own daughter.” 

I tried to speak, but she hushed me. 
“Maybe you made a mistake. Well, if you 
did. youre no different from anybody else 
in this world. Maybe it was partly my 
fault for not telling you.” 

“Not telling me what?” I asked, puzzled. 

“The secret of fighting loneliness. You 
see, honey, I’ve lived a long time and I 
know that being lonely is like being in a 
dark room with the light off. You 
the buttons of friendship or love and the 
That’s because 


press 


light comes back to you. 
when you're doing things for other people 
you can’t be thinking about yourself.” 
“You mean, it’s something like electric- 
ity.” I cried. “Like 
charge by doing things for other people.” 
“That’s it.” she smiled. “That’s the rea- 
son I’m always hanging around, getting in 


giving yourself a 


your way, trying to do little things for you. 


I'd be lonesome, too, if I let myself be. 
It’s not pleasant to be alone when you're 
old, either. Maybe I’ve been a pest, but—” 

I threw my arms around her neck. “Oh, 
Mrs. Nelson, you’re wonderful! The sweet- 
est, kindest pest anyone would ever want.” 

That night I couldn't sleep for thinking 
of all the little things Mrs. Nelson had 
done for me. like bringing me hot food, 
listening to my troubles, letting me use her 
sewing machine. Why, she’d been wonder- 
ful. And what had I ever done for her? 
Not one single thing. 

I'd never stopped to think that she might 
be lonely. And what had I really done for 
Marcia? Id given her a 
head. but not the closeness of feeling that 
she was loved that can only come from a 


roof over her 


friend. 
And when she skirted around the edges 
of danger, I'd made no real effort to stop 
her. No. I had even followed, when all the 
time, I should have been the strong one. 
The next day at the hospital, Marcia 
looked pale and drawn, but she was well 
enough to sit up in bed. “What am I go- 
ing to do, Nancy?” she asked listlessly. 
“Hi’s coming back. but will he 
out? Do think 


ever forgive me?” 


want me 
when he finds you he'll 
Her eyes pleaded for understanding. “I 
loved Hi 
all the time. but I was just so lonely.” 

I took her slim hands in mine. “Remem- 
used to look at you, Mar- 
Maybe if 


under- 


was so lonely.” she sobbed. “I 


ber the way he 
cia? Like you were a queen. 
hard, make him 


you try you can 


stand.” 

Then I told her what Mrs. Nelson had 
told me. “We were both too busy think- 
ing about ourselves,” I added. “Let’s try 
it the other way.” 

I don’t know how Marcia will make out. 
Maybe Hi won't be able to forgive and for- 


get. And maybe Joe won't feel the same 
way about me. when he knows. But I’ve 
already started my penance for my mis- 


letting myself get in the 
I’m already finding doz- 


take. I’m not 
dumps any more. 
ens of ways to do things for others. 

I’ve learned the truth that if you give 
happiness, happiness will come back to 


you. because now I see that was Joe’s way. 


THE END 
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oo, 1h, 14, 15, 10, 20; 21, 22. 24; 27. 
i, S, 10; 14,12, Ts, 14, 16, 


Gemini—1. 3, 
17, 20, 22, 24. 

Cancer—1, 4, 5, 6, 8, 10, 14, 16, 19, 22, 
23, 24, 25, 26, 28. 

Leo—1, 2.4, 8, 9, 10, 14, 17, 21, 22, 26, 
28 


Virgo—2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 8, 11. 16, 19, 23, 24, 
28. 
Libra—l, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 11, 14, 21, 


22, 25. 26. 


Scorpio 1 4 5.6, 7,3, 9, 10. Ti, 14. i, 
16, 23, 28. 

Sagittarius—2, 3, 4, 8. 9, 10. 11. 12. 13, 
14, 16, 17, 22. 

Capricorn—1, 
1S, 16, 22, 28. 

\quarius 
20, 21, 2a: 

Pisces—l, 4, 5, 6, 8, 10, 11, 15, 17, 18, 
19, 23, 24. 

For those who do not know the sign un- 
der which they this 
tion may be secured by sending a self-ad- 


b, 5, 6 GB, EL, 12, 23, 14, 


LS, 4, S'S, 24, 


were born informa- 
dressed, stamped envelope together with 
the birth date to Helen Sides, Tan, 1820 


S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, III. 
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..- for 3 generations, 
beautiful women everywhere have 
used QUEEN hair dressing 
to protect their hair and keep 
it looking lovelier longer. 
Queen Supreme is white, light 
and delicately perfumed. 
It contains a light, rich oil that 
leaves your hair soft, lustrous 
and easier to style... you 
can wear your hair anyway 
you like! Try it today... On 
sale at every good drug store 
—or order direct from Newbro 
Mfg. Co., Atlanta, Ga. 
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We Fell 
In Love 


Mail 


(Continued from Page 25) 


By 


the curtain would rise on the climax of a 
lrama that began with a shy, lonely little 
xirl, many years ago. 
LWAYS I was alone. Never had I real- 
ly played with other children, even 
when I was a scrawny thing in pigtails. My 
world was a make-believe world, peopled 
ith dolls and with imaginary characters 
['d make up to suit the occasion. The only 
ames that amused me were quiet ones 
acted out in the seclusion of our parlor 
th mother and dad as companions. 

[ began forming friendships through let- 
ters to kids all over the world soon after I 
joined the “Pen Pals” club of a weekly 

iper. It was fun reading what these Af- 

can, West Indian and other children told 
about themselves and I was fascinated 

y the strange postage stamps from far- 

away lands. 

\fter a lingering illness. dad passed 

yay and mother and I did what little we 

iid to fill the gap he had left in our 

ves. The very week I was graduated 

from high school, mother went to work. It 
ad not been easy for her, yet she faced 
ie future without complaint. She took a 
ob as housekeeper for the Mason family, 
ho lived proudly in their mansion that 

id been fashioned out of the town’s early 

osperity and kept up now by a living 

irist trade. 

[| was fortunate in getting a part-time 
in the local library. There, I was hap- 
as I'd always been among books, and 

But I didn’t need to 
ve into the rows of psychology books 
iilable to learn that although I 
er attractive I had developed a shyness 


id a great deal. 
was 


nature that caused me to seek friend- 
ps through correspondence. Remote as 
se relationships were, they were satis- 
ng enough. They served their purpose 
til Ralph Turner entered my life. 
I happened to be sorting out the various 
papers to place on the rack in the 
rary one day when I came upon one of 
ose letters-to-the-editor which now and 
n are printed in their entirety because 
their worthwhile contents. This hap- 
ed to be a Washington, D. C., paper 
d the letter was a moving indictment of 
g conditions and other phases of Ne- 
ro life in the nation’s capital. I was so 
pressed by it that I copied down the 
iter’s name and address. 
Ralph answered immediately. His first 
tter was short. but there were others and 
replies were written each night while 
words were still fresh in my mind. 
Ralph’s warm personality rippled off his 


) 





neatly-written pages and gradually I came 
to know him almost as intimately as if he 
lived next door. 

We exchanged views on art. literature, 
housing, music, and a wide range of other 
subjects in which we both were interested. 
As time went on. I lived in breathless an- 
ticipation of Ralph’s next letter, wonder- 
ing whether he, too. was depending on 
mine. 

I shared his letters with mother and we 
had a pleasant guessing game wondering 
what Ralph was like. But gradually the 
tone of his letters became more intimate 
and I jealously kept them to myself. I 
was aware of the changes that were devel- 
oping inside me. for no longer could I re- 
gard him casually as a “pen pal” or even 
friend—I had fallen in love with him! 

It was inevitable that mother would de- 
tect what was happening. yet when I told 
her of the plan Ralph and I had worked 
out for him to visit us for a few days, she 
gave no hint of what she was thinking. “I 
think it would be nice. Beth.” she said. 

“Law school is no snap. and he’s been 
studying awfully hard.” I told her. as if 
justifying the whole plan. 

But there was no need, for mother voiced 
the very thought uppermost in my mind. 
“Not only that. darling, but you'll finally 
get a chance to see your young man. Good- 
ness. I believe I’m almost as anxious as 
you are after all those poetic letters!” 

That night I wrote: 

Ralph, | can’t wait to see you—talk 
with you. There are so many things I 
want to say. May I save the most im- 
portant ones until you are here? 

The letter I got in return informed me 
that he would be down sooner than I ex- 
pected—Easter weekend. In the excite- 
ment of preparations for his arrival I had 
forgotten all about the Easter holidays. .. . 


A ND NOW as I waited for the bus to 
+% pull into the depot. my old shyness re- 
turned, bringing doubt and misgivings into 
my mind. How did one greet a man who 
was little than a 
fashioned from tender phrases and good. 
kind thoughts? How would he know me? 
Would I recognize him from the fuzzy 
snapshot he’d sent? 

The roar of the big Greyhound 
brought me back to reality and slowly. 
fearfully, I walked out to the driveway 
Furtively. I 


more mental creation. 


bus 


where it ground to a stop. 
searched the face of each passenger. Then 
I saw a tall young man with an angular 
face that had the appearance of burnished 
bronze. His well-tailored clothes 
draped a broad-shouldered frame and as 
he swung down from the door of the bus 
he surveyed the station with an air of ex- 
pectancy. His eyes finally met mine and 
I knew it was Ralph. 

In three giant strides he was smiling 
down at me. his dark, deep-set eyes clear 
and friendly. “So at last I meet Beth!” 
he said softly. 

“Welcome to Lynnhurst. Ralph.” I greet- 
ed him, shyly taking his extended hand. 


sport 


“The script calls for me to say some. 
thing witty like: ‘I would have known you 
anywhere.’ But honestly, Beth, you're far 
prettier than I dared hope!” 

He still held my hand and I was content 
to let it remain. I smiled a “thank you” 
and did some comparing of my own. His 
neat tan jacket hung loosely from his 
husky shoulders, giving him the impression 
of being well-dressed rather than dressy, 
\s for his looks—the snapshot had certain. 
ly not done him justice. 

“T had no trouble recognizing you.” | 
confessed, “although that photograph you 
sent was no help at all.” 

“Disappointed?” 

I shook my head vigorously, unwilling to 
trust my voice. My lips were smiling. but 
I had a crazy urge to laugh and sing and 
“No. Ralph, ’m not disappointed, 
You're every bit as—” the word lovable 
would have been more appropriate—"“nice 
as your letters. But I do think you need a 
better photographer.” 

He threw back his head and laughed. 
“ll have to tell Bernie when I get back. 
Bernie Walker and I were in the army to- 
gether, and now law school.” he explained. 
“T keep telling him that if he had to make 
his living with a camera he’d starve to 
death.” 

By this time the driver had unlocked the 
baggage compartment of the bus and 
hauled out luggage destined for Lynnhurst. 
Ralph claimed his bag. then took my arm 
and we set out down Main Street. “Let's 
take the long way home.” Ralph suggested. 
“T want to see what other attractions this 
town has besides you.” 

Strolling along the tree-lined streets with 
Ralph at my side, I had the comfortable 
feeling that I had known him all my life. 
He might have been any one of the boys I 
grew up with, so easy and natural was our 
relationship. And it was not only because 
through his letters I had learned so many 
intimate little details about his character. 
Ralph had a warmth and sincerity that 
evoked a spontaneous feeling of respect 


dance. 


and affection. 

\s we turned into the walk leading to 
our house, I heard the telephone ringing 
and I dashed up the steps to answer it. It 
was mother. She explained that the Ma- 
sons had decided at the last minute to have 
her stay because of a canasta party they 
were giving. so it would be late before she 
could get home. But she told me to give 
her regards to Ralph and apologize for her. 

“She must be a wonderful woman.” 
Ralph commented when I toid him. “She's 
got to work late and here she is worrying 


about me—a stranger.” 


“That’s the way mother is, kind- 
thoughtful. Look. she even left  instruc- 


tions for me to finish the dinner she start- 
ed—unless you’d rather eat out tonight.” 
I added. 

“And pass up a real, honest-to-goodness 
homecooked meal? Not a chance!” 

“Very well.” I laughed. “But I’m warn- 
ing you. I don’t promise to measure up 
to mother’s ability in the kitchen.” 
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face 
Jooking at a man who lived off GI rations 


serious. “Beth. you're 


His grew 
for 14 months. And I’ve eaten in so many 
greasy-spoon restaurants, I get indigestion 
iol remembering.” 

’ He followed me into the kitchen and 
took a perch on the stool as I began the 
preliminaries. “So even if you can't boil 
water. he continued earnestly. “to me, 
whatever you cook will be a feast.” 

[took down my ruffled plastic apron and 
Ralph leaned over to tie it for me. 

“Thank you.” I managed to murmur. 

“No. Beth. Thank you,” he said softly 
as he embraced me. “I guess what it boils 
down to is that I go for anything that’s got 
the slightest touch of “home’ to it.” 

| thought I detected in his voice a long- 
ing for all the things I'd dreamed of—a 
home. a family, someone to love. But a 
sidelong glance at the big, handsome man 
in our little kitchen put a halt to my un- 
pridled visions of a perfect future. 

Ralph was merely a weekend guest, I 
chided myself. Just because he was kind 
and considerate didn’t mean he wanted to 
be the answer to dreams I'd spun in my 
unreal world of books letters and 
grown-up make-believe. Silently, I bustled 
about the kitchen, content to listen to 
Ralph tell me about himself. 

Soon the dinner was ready and although 


and 


I was much too excited to eat anything, the 
way Ralph tackled it with obvious relish 
His 


conversation never lagged and everything 


gave me a warm glow of satisfaction. 


he said was as enchanting as an adventure 
story. I hung on every word as he told me 
of his boyhood, his experiences overseas 
in the army and of his present life as a 
law student on the GI Bill. 

Mother still had not come by the time 
we finished, so, after washing the dishes. 
with Ralph helping me to prove he had 
been the “best darn K.P. in his company.” 
we strolled leisurely down to the movies. 
The picture was a typical Hollywood offer- 
ing, the kind I formerly doted on. But, 
for the first time. I was able to compare 
what I saw on the screen with reality. The 
skillful portrayal of a girl in love by the 
lovely movie star paled into nothingness 
compared to the spine-tingling contact of 
Ralph’s broad shoulder against mine or the 
tender clasp of his hand. 

Although he had not referred to it, his 
last letter had been practically a proposal 
of marriage and I wondered whether he 
would ask me soon. What would be my 
answer? 

Don’t let your heart run away with you, 
my practical self warned. After all, you 
really don’t know him. You've only met 
him. What seems to be love at first sight 
is perhaps only because you wanted it so. 
Didn’t you notice the the 
women in the lobby devoured him with 
Why should he come all the 
way to Lynnhurst just to fulfill the roman- 
tic dreams of a silly little nobody like you? 


how cashier. 


their eyes id 


\ HEN at last the film ended and the 
“Goodnight, folks” slide flashed on the 
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LIKE 
MADE-TO-ORDER 


EASY, QUICK 
MONEY for You! 
You’ve never seen women order 
anything so fast! Glorious new 
nylons — just like made-to-or- 
der! 52 different leg proportions 
guarantee perfect fit for every 
leg shape and size — tiny, slim, 
stout, full, long, short and in- 
between. Thrilling new-found 
beauty, luxurious new comfort 
for all! Miles of longer wear! 
Your dream opportunity for 
quick, easy extra money! 


American Hosiery Mills 
Dept. R-162, Indianapolis 7, Indiana 
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with Amazing New 
Money-Making Demonstration Kit 


Easy to Make Money Showing Sensational 
Proportioned Nylons GUARANTEED Against 
Snags, Runs, Holes, and Wear! 


Just imagine the welcome you'll get from your friends, neighbors, fellow- 
workers, and others when you show them sensational new kind of propor- 
tioned Nylon Hosiery that’s GUARANTEED against snags, runs, and 
holes...3 pairs absolutely GUARANTEED for 3 whole months, 
or new Nylons FREE! These Nylons are different and better .. . fine, 
sheer stockings knitted in our own mills in 52 different leg proportions, to 
fit every shape and size leg beautifully and smoothly, without a wrinkle— 
just like made-to-order. That’s why they wear so much longer than ordinary 
nylons... that’s why they are GUARANTEED. You show the two Nylon 
Stockings we send you FREE with the Demonstration Kit, and take or- 
ders. Collect generous cash profits in advance. Spare time is all you need 
and experience is not necessary. Send no money. Rush coupon below with 
your name, address and hose size and start at once. Act today. 
T marta meeting meee 
1 American Hosiery Mills, Dept. R-162, i 
INDIANAPOLIS 7, INDIANA 
Send me ABSOLUTELY FREE the two actual Nylon t 
Stockings and the Money-Making Demonstration Kit. i 
1 am not obligated in any way. 
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10 DAYS FREE TRIAL! SEND NO MONEY! 
See the amazing difference with your own 
eyes. Try TUMMY-FLATTENER at our expense! 
If not delighted with thrilling results, return 
on 10 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE offer! 


Mail coupon TODAY! 
*T, M. Reg. U. S. 
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TUMMY-FLATTENER 


Interlocking Hands 
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screen, I hunched down in my seat to es- 
cape the revealing glare of the house lights. 
All my old shyness had returned and the 
man walking up the aisle beside me was 
not the Ralph I'd fallen secretly in love 
with, but a handsome stranger who just 
happened to be there. In this aloof and 
self-pitying mood we walked home. 
Mother was on the front porch waiting 
for us and it was obvious that she liked 
Ralph the moment she saw him. I felt a 
tiny pang of jealousy at the way he moved 
right into her affections and the ease with 
which she won his respect. I looked on in 
resentful silence as they chattered away 
amiably. I was completely on the fringe 
of their company. Finally, unable to take 
it any longer. I said my goodnights and 
hurried in to bed. leaving them still talking 


together. I fell asleep that night a thor- 
oughly miserable, lonely girl reverting to 


her own private world of romantic dreams. 

The next day dawned clear and bright 
and I was amazed that my spirits soared 
like the lilting song of the thrush warbling 
outside my window. For a moment I was 
at a loss to explain this overnight reversal 
of my depressed mood. Then it came to 
me in a rush—memories of the day before 
with Ralph. I heard his hearty laughter 
booming out from somewhere in the house 
and I stretched luxuriously, reveling in an- 
ticipation of the day ahead to be spent ex- 
clusively with Ralph. 

I drew on my robe and carefully fresh- 
ened my face. “Prettier than I dared 
hope.” Ralph had said when he first saw 
me, and now as I searched my face in the 
mirror | wondered whether he was merely 
being polite or whether he truly meant it. 
Of course, I believed I was beautiful and 
possessed a certain charm. But then, what 
girl doesn’t? 

Now I tried to see myself in a different 
light—through the eyes of the man I loved. 
I carefully brushed my sleep-tousled curls 
and critically examined my image—the 
even, white teeth of which I was admittedly 
vain, the angular, yet well-formed 
eyes clear and twin- 


rather 
cheeks and forehead. 
kling at another sudden 
humored laughter from the kitchen. 

When I walked into the room with a 
cheery “Good morning.” 
the stove where she was standing and ex- 
claimed. “Why. Beth. 
ly radiant this morning!” 

Ralph rose from the table and held out 
both hands to me. “I agree, Mother An- 
drews. and seeing Beth like this makes me 
positive I’m right!” 

They traded knowing smiles as if they 
secret. “Right about what, 


peal of good- 


mom turned from 


dear, you're positive- 


shared a 
Ralph?” 

“Well, your mother and I did a lot of 
talking last night. I told her something 
that has been on my mind for a long time. 
When you walked through the just 
I was convinced that the one thing in 


door 
now, 
the world I want is to be able to see you 
across the breakfast table every morning 
—just as sweet and lovely as you are at 
this moment.” 


My heart pounded crazily. “Oh, Ralph! 
You mean—” 

“That I want to marry you, Beth. Your 
mother agrees it’s a wonderful idea, g» 
now it’s up to you. Do you think—” 

“Do I! Oh, darling—darling!’ 

And then I was in his arms, feeling hjs 
strength enveloping me. “Well, Mother 
Andrews.” he said, looking over my shoul. 
der, “I've got my answer.” 

I caught a happy quaver in mother’ 
voice as she said in mock sternness, “| 
guess I’m in the way here. But just take 
care not to let the food burn up while Ty 
gone.” 

Then we were alone, and I knew the 
ecstatic thrill of Ralph’s embraces. tasted 
the sweetness of his fervent kisses, heard 
the whispered words of love he poured into 
my ear. No longer was he a shadow 
lover who lived only in beautifully phrased 
letters and in my vivid imagination. He 
was real and as alive as my wildly beating 
heart and we were young and this was love. 

We spent the day walking and talking 
as sweethearts do, visiting my childhood 
haunts and idly exploring Lynnhurst and 
its surroundings. And later that evening. 
we strolled out again. aimlessly, happy just 
to be together. We were near the edge of 
town, close to the old stone quarry when 
we felt the first raindrops. 

I grabbed Ralph’s hand and dodging the 
fat. sluggish drops of spring-scented rain, 
we ran to the quarry. I led him through 
a maze of huge blocks of stone to one of 
the countless caverns I’d explored as a 
child and we sat on the smooth white floor. 
breathless from our dash. 

“One of those sudden spring showers— 
go away in a few minutes,” I gasped. 

He knelt before me and gently wiped my 


rain-spattered face with his handkerchief. | 


“T don’t know that I want to leave here 
soon.” he said. “Just look at that terrific 
view!” 

I followed his entranced gaze across the 





huge open pit of the quarry to the dark | 


crevices on the far side where it joined the 
timberline. There was still a trace of day- 
light softly diffusing the scene and the 
breeze that wafted into our shelter had the 
clean, fresh fragrance of pine and earth 
and spring flowers. 

Nature’s enchantment invaded the crude 
cave and as we sat side by side. our backs 
against the cool stone, I felt the tension of 
suppressed emotions mounting. But dark- 
ness was beginning to fall and instinctivel) 
I leaned against Ralph. The contact against 
the taut muscles of his arm seemed to ig- 
nite the spark that had been smouldering 


underneath our casual comments on the | 


rain and the scenery. 

“Beth—Beth! I do love you so!” he 
murmured hoarsely into the curve of my 
neck. His arms were about me like twin 
bands of pliant steel, drawing me _ evel 
closer. His lips sought mine and with the 
kiss a flame leaped high within me and its 
power was something new and frightening. 

My lips were against his ear now, alter 
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nately kissing the lobes and whispering, 
“Please, Ralph—please!” 

“] know you love me, darling. 
feel it!” 

“Oh, yes, Ralph—yes!” I cried, a little 
frightened by the strength of the love that 
seemed to be swelling my heart to the 
bursting point. “I love you—but—please. 


I can 


please! 

He covered my face with bruising little 
kisses and despite myself I was soon re- 
turning his caresses with the same aban- 
doned rapture. There were no reserva- 
tions to our titillating 


kisses. . . - 


embraces, our 


HE NEXT DAY was Sunday—the day 

of Ralph’s departure. We spent most 
of the time planning our future. but always 
haunting our final hours together was the 
8:30 bus time. Ralph had to go back to 
school and finish his final year. By carry- 
ing an extra load during the summer term. 
he could graduate in September. I would 
remain in Lynnhurst, saving as much as | 
could from my librarian’s salary, and we'd 
be married when he got his degree. This 
was our blueprint for the future, the goal 
toward which we both would work even 
though we would be parted. 

Then Ralph was gone and there was a 
void in my life that neither books nor 
dreams could fill. Our letters were pas- 
sionate declarations of our love and those 
Ralph wrote brought me both pain and 
pleasure—joy at his loving tenderness ex- 
pressed so sincerely and misery at being 
so far from him. 

One morning there was no letter and 
when by the end of the week I still had no 
word from Ralph, I was frantic. Suppose 
he had met someone else? A dull ache 
twisted my heart as I recalled the old say- 
ing, “Absence makes the heart grow fonder 
—for somebody else.” Perhaps he had 
grown weary of a fiancee who had become 
nothing more than a tear-stained letter—a 
memory of a brief encounter one spring 
weekend. 

Finally, some two months after Ralph's 
visit, a letter came. But my first excite- 
ment turned to wonder when I saw it was 
not his handwriting. With trembling fingers 
I tore open the envelope and flipped the 
pages. It was from Bernie Walker, Ralph’s 
friend. I scanned the letter before I read 
it, searching for reassuring words. But 
what I read sent my brain whirling. 

For a terrible moment. I thought that my 
heart had stopped beating. I slumped down 
into a chair, trying to absorb the message 
in the letter. Vaguely. | wondered about 
the strange spells of dizziness I'd been hav- 
ing lately— just like the dazed condition 
that held me helpless now. 

Ralph was in a VA hospital, the letter 
had said. There’s nothing to worry about 
—Bernie’s attempt to ease the shock. It 
was an arthritic condition—a painful sou- 
venir of the war. He sends his love, Bernie 
had concluded, and says for you not to 
worry, 

Mother agreed that I must go to Ralph 


and kept reassuring me as she helped me 
pack that night. Once or twice I had to 
sit down to catch my breath, but attributed 
my weak moments to excitement and worry 
over Ralph’s illness. But at the bus sta- 
tion, I suddenly gasped and staggered. Only 
mother’s supporting arm saved me from a 
fall. “Beth! What is it?” she cried, her 
deep concern mirrored in her eyes. “You're 
not sick are you, darling?” 

“Tl be all right in a minute,” I lied. 
“It’s nothing.” 
“T guess I felt a bit dizzy just thinking 
about that long trip through the moun- 
tains.” 

“Maybe you’d better take the train,” she 
suggested. 

“No! No. I'm all right.” I insisted. 
“This way I'll get there in the morning. I 


I gave her a weak smile. 


don’t want to waste any time.” 

So, taking a deep breath and getting a 
good grip on myself. I boarded the bus, a 
smile frozen on my face to divert mother’s 
suspicions. Then the motor roared and 
with a sickening lurch. we were off. I 
closed my eyes and leaned back in my seat. 
Had mother noticed what I had just be- 
come aware of? 

A thousand 
through my confused brain. I told myself 
I'd see a doctor the moment I got into 
Washington. 

My first disappointment came when I 
phoned the hospital from the bus station 
and learned that it would be the next day 
before I could visit Ralph. Twenty-four 
1 was heartsick as 
I got into 


other questions whirled 


anxious hours to wait! 
I set out to find a place to stay. 
a cab and rode past rolling green lawns 
and new and ancient buildings I| recog- 


nized from pictures of the capitol. But I 
was not in a sightseeing mood. Only one 
thought coursed through my mind—I must 


get to a doctor. 

At the first hotel the clerk looked at me 
dubiously as I approached the desk with 
my small overnight bag. then shook his 
head even before I could ask for a room. 
1 finally 
Street. N.W.. and was shown into a small, 
As I began to unpack my 
things. all at once something inside seemed 


found a hotel somewhere on R 
cheerless room, 


to give way and I collapsed into a miser- 
able, sobbing heap. 


The next morning. after several phone 


igreed to ex- 


igi 


calls, I found a doctor who a; 
amine me. After the physical check and 
then a seemingly endless wait, the doctor 
stepped from behind a white screen and 
sat down at his desk facing me. Although 
there was no ring on my finger, Id intro- 
duced myself as Mrs. Ralph Henderson. 

“Well, there’s no doubt about it, Mrs. 
Henderson.” he announced with a friendly 
smile. “Everything normal 
pregnancy and 

He went on and on, the words smashing 


indicates a 


like tiny hammers against my ears. Ab- 
ruptly, I stood up, thanked him. and made 
my way out into the street. By then, it was 
almost visiting time at the hospital, so | 
caught a bus. 

During the long ride, I examined my- 
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I felt no shame because I was carry- 
ing a baby. Ralph’s love had been some- 
thing fine and decent. It might mean we'd 
cet married sooner than we had planned. 


self 


pbut— 

How would Ralph take the news? Mar- 
riage now would certainly mean he couldn’t 
finish school on schedule, especially since 
the illness. He might be resentful of that. 
But beyond that—would he still feel the 
ame about me? Would he still want me 


for his wife? 


THE QUESTIONS were still unanswered 
as I walked the long corridor towards 
Ralph’s room. Leaning next to the door 
was a short, stocky man with a heavy mus- 
tache dividing his dark brown oval face. 
He saw me and hurried to meet me. 
“You're Beth?” he inquired anxiously. 
I'm Bernie Walker.” 

“Ralph—is he all right?” I fought to 
keep back the tears. 

Bernie gave me a reassuring wink and 
nodded his head. “He’s a tough old bird. 
The doc says he’s doing fine.” 

I turned toward the door. but he blocked 
ny path. 

*There’s something—I don't know 
to say this.” he began hesitantly. “Another 
a specialist—just left Ralph. | 
don’t know what he told him, but—Beth. 
maybe you shouldn’t go in right now. He’s 


how 


aocto! 


upset and—” 

“Then he isn’t all right?” I demanded. 
[ pushed him aside and rushed into Ralph’s 
room. A great wave of pity contracted my 
heart when I saw him lying on the bed, his 
eyes burning feverishly, his face thinner 
than | remembered it. 

“Hello, darling.” I said softly. 

He raised up on his elbows. “Beth! 
What are you doing in here?” he demand- 
ed. “Didn't Bernie 

‘Do you think that anybody or anything 

ould keep me from you, Ralph?” I scold- 

1 gently. 

“You shouldn't have come.” he said sul- 


enly. “I—I was going to write you.” 


“So now you won't have to write.” I said 
brightly. “You can tell me.” 
He shook his head slowly. “No. Beth, I 
an’t tell you anything. Only—” 
“When a man can’t tell the girl he’s go- 
2 to marry something that’s on his mind. 
then " 
“That’s just it!” he burst out. And the 
tterness in his voice shocked me. “I hate 
to say this, Beth, but you'd better forget all 
at marriage business——at least as far as 
[ can’t marry you.” 
[ was on my knees beside the 
his “You 


Please, darling. say 


I’m concerned. | 
“No!” 
|. my arms around waist. 

1t mean it, Ralph. 
su don’t mean it.” 

[ searched his face through blurred eyes 

ying to see whether it was all some ghast- 

But his 

es were hard and his lips were set in a 

I buried my face on 


ly joke he was playing on me. 


rim straight line. 
e bed and over my sobs heard him say, 
I'm sorry it happened this way. Beth. But 


sud have to know sooner or later. It’s 


76 


over between us.” 

I felt strong arms lift me to my feet and 
dumbly I let Bernie half-carry me out of 
the room. “Why—why?” I cried over and 
over, but there was no answer; only my 
tearful voice echoing hollowly off the bare 
white walls of the corridor. An efficient- 
looking nurse took charge of me and led 
me to a leather couch in a waiting room. 
Finally. when I had cried myself out and 
smoked a cigarette, I was calm enough to 
venture out again. 

My face was a mess. I knew, so I dug 
out my comb and lipstick. It was as I 
stood in front of the mirror that I remem- 
bered: “prettier than I dared dream” 
Ralph’s words to me back in Lynnhurst. 
What had happened to change all that? 
Why was he so cruelly rejecting my love 
for him? His love for me? For somehow 
I felt that Ralph still loved me. Yet, he 
had said— 

I suppose that under ordinary circum- 
stances I would have headed for home on 
the first bus out of Washington. But this 
was no ordinary circumstance—not after 
what I’d learned from the doctor that morn- 
ing. He still didn’t know that. Would 
it make a difference? 

The longer I pondered this baffling new 
development. the firmer I was convinced 
that something I was ignorant of was dras- 
tically wrong. Acting on a hunch, I headed 
for the resident physician’s office. At the 
Was I right in taking 
Then I re 


membered the new life | was carrying in- 


door. I hesitated. 
matters into my own hands? 


side me—and I set my chin resolutely and 
walked in. 


A 


down at his glowering face. 
wavered before my gaze. so he turned to 
Dr. Wright. 

“Doctor. I don’t want Beth—this young 
lady in my room. We discussed all this 
before and my decision is still the same.” 


SHORT TIME later we were back in 


Ralph’s room. the doctor and I, smiling 
Ralph’s eyes 


Ralph declared. 

Dr. Wright held up a hand. “But some- 
thing new has come up that you should 
know about. It changes 

“Nothing is changed.” Ralph said flatly. 
“This is a personal matter, doctor, and | 
insist—” 

I took a 
halted. “Please. 
listen to what Dr. Wright has to say.” 

With a movement of frustration and de- 
fiance. Ralph turned his face toward the 
wall, as if to say that even if we insisted 
on talking. we couldn't make him listen. 
The tall, white-haired doctor glanced ques- 
tioningly at me and I| gave him a brief 


bed, then 
Ralph—please darling. 


step towards the 


smile and a nod of encouragement. 

Clearing his throat, the medical man be- 
gan to talk. 

“When you first came to this hospital. 
you mentioned your fiancee—the girl you 
planned to marry,” he said. 

“So I changed my mind,” Ralph growled. 

“But only after I told you the results of 
the various tests we made on you,” the doc- 





tor persisted. Ralph didn’t answer, so he 
continued, “I told you that because of an 
injury you'd sustained while in the service, 
you could not become a father.” 

“Do you have to humiliate like 
that?” Ralph fairly sobbed. and there was 
all the sadness in the world in his voice. 

“That’s not my purpose.” the doctor 
scolded. “Just hear me out. Now—I also 
told you that since this was a functional 
rather than organic condition, I couldn't 
predict that you would never have children, 
In some here we've been able to 
eliminate the disorder completely.” 

Ralph’s voice was barely a whisper nov, 
“But for a man not to be sure he can have 
children—what kind of husband would | 
make with a question mark like that hang. 
ing over my head?” 

“Is that why you sent me away. dar- 
ling?” I asked. “Is that why you said you 
wouldn't marry me?” 

His head nodded on the pillow, and my 
heart leaped from the black pit of despair 
into which he had plunged it. I gripped 
Dr. Wright’s arm in my excitement. “Go 
on, doctor. tell him! Tell him.” 

“This young lady—your fiancee is going 
to have a child—your child.” 

I saw Ralph’s body stiffen as if it had 
suddenly been shocked into life and slowly 
his head turned on the pillow until he was 
staring at me with incredulous eyes. “Beth, 


me 


cases 


is it true?” 

“Of course, darling. That’s why | 
couldn't just walk out of here and leave 
you forever. This proves what you didn't 
want to believe—that the doctor was right 
about you.” I told him. “We have a child, 
Ralph. and the doctor says there'll be oth- 
= nh 
\t that point, there was nothing more to 
be said. for I saw the tears of joy well up 
in Ralph’s adoring eyes and spill un- 
checked down his cheeks. “Will you ever 
forgive me for being such a dope. Beth 
darling?” he asked later. as I sat on the 
edge of the bed holding his hands. 

“Of course. dearest!” 

“When the doc said there was some 
doubt about my condition, I—I don’t know. 
I guess I sort of blew my top. I didn’t want 
to saddle you with a man who was not a 
man. just because- 

My lips halted his unnecessary apolo- 
2 ae 

Then. later, Ralph said eagerly. “Beth, 
let's be married right now—here in the 
hospital!” 

“Whatever you say. darling,” 
knowing we'd have plenty of time to work 
“We'll have Dr. Wright for 


I suggested. 


I agreed, 


things out. 
best man at the wedding.” 

The door behind us opened and Bernie 
walked in. “What about me?” he asked 
in his huge, booming voice. 

Ralph twisted his face as if in deep 
thought, then snapped his fingers. “You'll 
be there, too, Bernie.” he said. “And Beth 
and I will have the first wedding in history 


with two best men!” 


THE END 
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Only Half 
A Woman 


(Continued from Page 31) 
Suppose something happened to me? If 
something went best medical 
care in the world would mean nothing. I 
myself with the memory 


Aunt Min. 


wrong. the 


began to torture 
of that awful night with 
AS MY TIME drew near, I got so frantic 
+% that I called Aunt Min long distance. 
She tried to calm me but nothing 
she said made me feel any better. So final- 
ly she suggested that I come there and stay 


down, 


with her until the baby was born. I 
scrawled Fred a hasty note telling him 
where | was going and left on the first 


train | could get. 

Being with Aunt Min again 
help. She was older than I imagined she’d 
be and she had retired. Now, she lived off 
the rent from the building she owned. As 
time passed and I heard from 
Fred, my heart reached the breaking point. 

All sorts of crazy flooded 
through my mind. but one thing I was cer- 
I'd never go through the 

health-draining strain of having 


was a big 


nothing 
schemes 
tain of nerve- 
wracking, 
another baby. The 
Cooper, Aunt Min’s old friend, | was ready 
to do anything in the world to make 
of that. 

The doctor. a little 
bald head. was sympathetic. “I 
stand how feel, Mrs. Reid.” he said. 
after listening to my almost hysterical out- 


morning I went to Dr. 
sure 


with a 
under- 


stout man 


you 


burst. “It’s not uncommon for a woman to 
have certain fears as her time approaches.” 


I bit my lips and pressed my fingers to 


my temples. My head felt as if it were 
splitting. “No. doctor. you don’t under- 
stand,” I said tearfully. “After this one. 
I never want to have another baby!” 

He patted my hand. “Never is a long 
time, my dear.” Then. seeing the look of 
desperation in my eyes. he added. “What 
[ would recommend for you is to delay 


having another child until you get over this 
—this mental block you have. Now there 
are several methods that—” 

“But are they any 
“I mean, all those I’ve 
fail every now and then.” 

He nodded. “That does happen. You 
see, even the best are only 97 or 98 per cent 
effective.” 

“Then I’m not interested. Fred will have 
the child he’s always wanted and I want to 
be free 


good?” | demanded. 


ever heard about 


completely free!” 
He looked at me a long time. 
convinced him that | 


I guess | 


was serious for he 


said at last, “There is an operation 

“If that’s what it will take, then I 
want it!” 

“It’s a minor bit of surgery.” 

“Do it for me, doctor,” I begged. “You 





could do it while I’m in the hospital with 
the baby. couldn’t you?” 
“Yes, I could, Mrs. Reid.” he said grave- 
“but, I warn you, it is permanent—it 
you should ever 
that reason, I 


over 


undone if 
change your mind. For 
think you should talk it 
husband.” 
My voice 


can never be 


with your 
husband is 
somewhere of the 
I’m having this baby for him. but 
I could never stand the strain again. 


trembled. “My 
on the other side ocean. 
| know 
You 
perform the operation to protect a patient’s 
health. If I had to go through 
this again- my mind!” 

I finally him. It 
seemed as if a great weight had been lifted 
I still hadn't heard from 


don’t you? 
-I'd lose 
managed to convince 


from my heart. 


Fred by the time the labor pains began 
and Aunt Min took me to the hospital. 
“Don't worry. child.” she comforted. 


good reason why he hasn't 


You 
Your 


“There’s some 
written to you. just go ahead and 
have that baby. 
Wait and see.” 

When Dr. came 
to wheel me into the 
reached out from under the white sheet and 


doctor— 


man will be here. 


with the nurse 


room, I 


Cooper 
delivery 
grasped his hand. ‘Remember, 
you promised,” I whispered. 
He nodded silently. Then another pain 
knifed me and | 
through my mind flashed the 
tenement bedroom where a woman gave up 


terror. for 
in the 


screamed in 


scene 
her life to bring forth a new one. 


F RED WAS bending over my bed when I 
Tears were in his eyes as 
I smiled faintly at 


first 


awakened. 
he asked how | 


the realization 


was. 


that his concern was 


me. He told me why I didn’t get the let- 
ters he had written and why he didn’t ar- 
rive before the baby was born. He had 
been sent into the interior and through 
some mixup. his mail had not been for- 
warded. When he finally did get my batch 


left immediately. 

in then and told Fred 
Then the doctor put 
and nodded 


of letters. he 
The doctor came 
he’d have to leave. 


his hand on my shoulder 


assuringly. “It’s all right.” he said. “I 
took care of everything.” 
For the first time in longer than I eared 


to remember. I slipped off into a deep, un- 
disturbed sleep. My with 
me; I'd had my baby; 

Our son was a perfect angel. 
knowing that he 
never be 
than was good for him, but 


husband 
and I was still alive! 
Maybe 

that 
made me 


was 


was our only child 


there would another 
him more 


times when I 


love 
there was 
prouder of the baby than Fred was. And 
Fred doted on him. 

lived in 


were was sure | 
that’s saying a lot! 

For 18 
happiness. lavishing our 
Fred took a 
university and I became 
So when tragedy struck, it 


wonderful months we 


love on our son. 
eastern 
a devoted mother 


teaching post at an 
and housewife. 
was in a home that was as near perfect as 
anything on this earth. 
After it happened, I tried to take all the 
But Fred. 
assured me 


our friends and the po- 
that it 


blame. 


lice. too. was not my 





Don’t be discouraged when your skin 
is broken out with ugly pimples or 
blackheads or a blotchy rash. You can 
do something about it when your com- 
plexion is troubled that way by surface 
skin germs. Thousands have proved it! 
They know the wonders worked by 
Palmer’s ‘SKIN-SUCCESS’ SOAP: 
1. The deep-acting medicated 
foam eases the annoying irritation 
like magic. Your skin begins to 
feel better right away; 
2. It gets down to the pores and 
helps remove those surface skin 
germs that so often grow and 
aggravate the infection; 
3. The remarkable “revitalizing” 
action conditions and peps up 
skin to feel fresh and so alive; 
4. Your skin becomes sweeter, nicer 
to be near when the bacteria that 
cause ugly odors are swept away. 
‘SKIN-SUCCESS’ SOAP can do so much to 
help your poor skin because it is en- 
riched with skin-prescription medical 
ingredients. Discover the glorious 
complexion secret of happy thousands! 
Use gentle ‘SKIN-SUCCESS’ SOAP daily 
and see what a wonderful difference it 
may make in a short time. Only 25c. 
Fine for bath and shampoo, too! 
Depend on ‘SKIN-SUCCESS’ OINTMENT 
for fast, blessed relief when attacked by 
the ‘stubborn, itching misery of eczema, 
ringworm or other skin trouble. 
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“Suffered 7 years 
—then | found Pazo 
brings amazing relief!” 


says Mr. M. W., Los Angeles, Calif. 
Speed amazing relief from miseries of 


simple piles, with soothing Pazo*! Acts 
to relieve pain, itching instantly—soothes 
inflamed tissues—lubricates dry, hard- 
ened parts—helps prevent cracking, sore- 
ness—reduce swelling. You get real com- 
forting help. Don’t suffer needless torture 
from simple piles. Get Pazo for fast, won- 
derful relief. Ask your doctor about it. 
Suppository form—also tubes with per- 
forated pile pipe for easy application. 
*Pazo Ointment and Suppositories ® 






AT LAST! YOUR CHANCE FOR SUCCESS 


\ 
BE A PRACTICAL NURSE 


No High Schocl Necessary; No Age Limit 


>. for sample lesson and nurse’s booklet. 
It's FREE... no obligation. Just mail coupon. 
See for yourself how easy it is to get BIG PAY. 
gain social prestige and financial independence 3 as 
a POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL trained PRACTICAL 
NURSE. Learn at home while you earn. Don’t delay 
Send coupon NOW! 
eeaeeecaeeeoooooo oo oe eee eeed 
@POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING @ 
@ Auditorium Bidg. 17¢2 Chicago 5, Ul. @ 
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RECORDS 





With Each Order of 4 or More Records 
cs RE = 1 RECORD our choice) 
1 PHOTO of a Leading Artist 
LATEST RELEASES AND FAVORITES 


MY SONG-— Johnny Ace 

GOIN’ HOME- Fats Domino 

SAD HOURS- Little Walter 

| DON’T KNOW- Willie Mabon 

VM GONE-Shirley & Lee ner 
ROCK ROCK ROCK— Amos Milburn. 
LUCILLE—Roscoe Gordon 

LYIN’ WOMAN. Little Caesar 

LET’S TALK IT OVER- Jimmy Lee & Artis 
TIRED BROKE & BUSTED--Floyd Dixon 
GOODBYE BABY—Recorded in Hollywood (235)— 

Little Caesar 

JUKE— Little Walter 

OOOH, OOOH, OOOH— Lloyd Price 

YOU KNOW I LOVE YOU- B. B. King 

KEY TO THE HIGHWAY-~ John Lee Hooker 
GRE YHOUND— Amos Milburn 

EVERY DAY | HAVE THE BLUES— Joe Williams 
THREE LETTERS—-Ruth Brown 

HEY MISS FANNIE-Clovers 

TRYIN’— Roscoe Gordon. 

THE MIDNIGHT HOUR- Ray Charlies 
WHAT’S THE MATTER WITH ME--Four Buddies. 
| FEEL SO GOOD-— Brownie McGhee 

CAN’T DO SIXTY NO MORE- The DuDroppers 
YOU KNOW I KNOW- Five Royales ; 
TING-A-LING—The Clovers 

LAWDY MISS CLAWDY-— Lloyd Price 

THE BELLS ARE RINGING— Smiley Lewis 
DADDY DADDY-— Ruth Brown 

THEM THERE EYES- Varetta Dillard 
CALL OPERATOR 210— Floyd Dixon 

MY HEART’S DESIRE- Jimmy Lee & Artis 
ONE MINT JULEP— The Clovers 

NIGHT AND DAY- Roy Milton 

IT HURTS ME SO-— John Lee Hooker 

HE’S MY MAN-— Marie Adams 

VM YOURS- Varetta Dillard 

BACK BITER-—T. J. Fowler 

LET’S CALL IT A DAY- Sonny Thompson 
I'LL DROWN IN MY OWN TEARS— 

Sonny Thompson 

MARY JO-— Four Blazes 
POOR POOR ME- Fats Domino 
LOOPED— Tommy Ridgley 
§-10-15 HOURS— Ruth Brown 

NEW ORLEANS WOMEN- Roscoe Gordon 
GONNA PLAY THE HONKY TONKS- Marie Adams 
WALKIN THE BOOGIE-John Lee Hooker 
BALD HEADED WOMAN- Lightnin Hopkins 
THE RIVER—Floyd Dixon 
WITHOUT YOUR LOVE- Charles Brown 
PLEASE HAVE MERCY-— Muddy Waters 
GUITAR SHUFFLE— Lowell Fulson 
NO MORE DOGGIN-Roscoe Gordon 
ROLL MR. JELLY—Amos Milburn 
SO TIRED—Roy Milton 
EASY EASY BABY- Varetta Dillard 
HAVE MERCY BABY- The Dominoes 
BESIDE YOU—The Swallows 
COUNTRY BOY~— Muddy Waters 
3 O'CLOCK BLUES--B. B. King 

UNION STATION BLUES~ John Lee Hooker 
CHICA BOO- Lloyd Glenn 
COFFEE BLUES-— Lightnin Hopkins 
GIVE ME CENTRAL 209- Lightnin Hopkins 
STILL A FOOL— Muddy Waters 


. 


SPIRITUALS 
Every Day Will Be Sunday Gospel Ilarmonettes.. .89 
IN THE UPPER ROOM Mahalia Jackson...... .89 
COME IN THE ROOM--The Martin Singers... 89 
THIS LITTLE LIGHT OF MINE Ward Singers. .89 


BLESSED BE THE NAME--Pilgrim Travelers.. .89 
PRECIOUS MEMORIES—Five Blind Boys... .89 
WILL HE WELCOME ME THERE - Nig nt ees -89 
HOW MUCH WE CAN BEAR) Gay Siste -89 








The Day Will Surely Come—Swan Silvertones -89 
MERCY OH LORD—Bro. Joe May : -89 
STOP RIGHT NOW—Bells of Joy 89 
OLD GOSPEL SHIP—Kev. Morgan.... -89 
HOW ABOUT YOU—Pilgrim Travelers -89 
WORLD PRAYER —Five Blind Boys .89 
HE'S SO WONDERFUL~—-Sis Jessie Mae Renfro. .89 
GET AWAY JORDAN—Gospel Ilarmonettes .89 
I'M SEALED—Gospel Harmonettes : . .89 
LET’S TALK ABOUT JESUS —Lells of Joy .89 
OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys... .89 
OUR FATHER-—-Five Blind Boys -89 
SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers....... .89 
Take My Burdens to the Lord—Ward Singers -89 
JESUS GAVE ME WATER—Soul Stirrers... 89 
LIVING ON MOTHER’S PRAYER- Soul Stirrers .89 
MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers..... - 88 
LITTLE WOODEN CHURCH—The Trumpeteers.. .89 
LORD HOLD MY HAND—Pilgrim Travelers .89 
JESUS I'M THANKFUL —Pilgrim T lers 89 
Jesus Met Woman At Well—l’ilgrim Travelers... .89 
WHEN HE SPOKE—Ward Singers . .89 
TELL THE ANGELS—Ward Singers. .89 
DO YOU KNOW HIM—LBro. Joe May — | 
SEARCH ME LORD~ Bro. Joe May -89 





What Are They Doing in Heaven 
Dixie Humming Birds .89 
8 


Mother | Need Your Prayer—The Detroiters... .89 


We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured. Send for Free Cata- 


ESSEX RECORD SHOP 


114 SPRINGFIELD AVENUE 
NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY, DEPT. T 








fault. I had taken the baby in his buggy 
downstairs to do some shopping. I noticed 
that I had forgotten my change purse, so 
I asked a little boy standing near the door 
of the apartment building to keep an eye 
on the baby while I dashed upstairs. 

I couldn’t have been gone for more than 
three or four minutes at the most. but when 
I reached the street again. the buggy was 
gone! I almost fainted. My screams at- 
tracted neighbors. who called the 
The little boy, who turned out to be much 
younger than he looked, told several dif- 
ferent versions of what had happened. The 
police settled on his story that a woman 


police. 


came along. handed him a piece of candy 
and strolled off with the buggy. 

For almost a week. neither Fred nor | 
slept. Finally, the end of our hopeless 
vigil came when the police said they had 
taking the special off- 
Fred and I stared at 
reddened eyes. 


given up and were 
cers off the case. 
each other out of puffed. 
His unshaven chin rasped against my neck 
as we clung to each other for comfort and 
strength. 

“I'm not giving up!” he said fiercely. 
“Some day we'll find him. Meanwhile, we 
have each other—and maybe another child 
to—” 

I went limp. 
from slumping to the floor. 
ried me to the bed. 

“Poor child.” | heard Aunt Min say. 
It’s a miracle she 


Only his arms kept me 
Gently he car- 


“She’s worn herself out. 
stood up this long.” 

I pressed my eyelids shut. I bit my 
tongue. I couldn't tell them the real rea- 
son, no matter how much part of me cried 
out. Could [ tell Fred that all his dreams 
of another child were futile? Could I tell 
him that I had taken away the one thing 
that would bring back some of the sun- 
shine and happiness we had lost? 

No, I was fated to carry the terrible se- 
cret locked in my heart. At first. | prom- 
ised myself that some day Id tell Fred 
about the operation. But. as time passed, 
it grew harder and harder and finally | 
stopped telling myself that | would make 
a clean breast of everything. 

Fred now is a famous professor, a re- 
spected authority in his field. He spends 
more and more time with his work. He 
hates to come home and [| can’t blame him. 
I catch him sitting quietly staring into 
space and I know what he is thinking. He 
never asks me about having another baby. 
but I know that is the only thing that will 
make him really smile again. 

As I said, whenever people hear about 
what happened to us. we're overwhelmed 
with sympathy. And someone is bound to 
say, “Oh, well, you're both young and 
healthy. You'll probably wind up with a 
dozen kids.” 

Only we're not getting any younger and 
there will never be any other children. I’ve 
learned that I gave up the most precious 
part of me and that today I’m only half a 
woman. That’s why my pillow is wet each 
night with bitter, helpless tears. 


THE END 


On The Records 


(Continued from Page 9) 


tones. Her sounds are often amazingly 
pretty. And while much imitated by othe; 
female artists. they have not been effec. 
tively duplicated. 

Recordings made Dinah. It was. to be 
exact, a single side. which she pressed 
some nine years ago with the Lionel Hamp. 
ton band on Keynote. that skyrocketed her 
into national fame as a song stylist. The 
side: Evil Gal Blues, which was an instan. 
taneous hit upon release and which is now 
a collector’s item. Other hits Dinah waxed 
with the Hampton group attracted a strong 
demand for her to perform as a single. She 
has been on her own ever since. 

* * * 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Okeh’s 
Smada/Come On Home, a swingy tune and 
a blues ditty by the current Duke Ellington 
band which many critics swear is the best 
aggregation assembled by the incompara- 
ble maestro in his 25 years in the jaz 
game. The topside is one in a series of re. 
cordings Duke has dedicated to disc jock- 
eys. this turn being for Los Angeles’ Joe 
Adams. Its title is Adams spelled back. 
wards, The opus was penned by arranger- 
composer Billy Strayhorn and is a bouncy 
hit that jumps like the groovy A Train, the 
Ellington band theme song which Stray- 
horn also wrote. On Home, a better-than- 
average blues effort, Duke introduces his 
new male vocalist, Jimmy Grissom, nephew 
of former Jimmie Lunceford chirper Dan 
Grissom. Jimmy. with a pleasant voice, 
handles the lyrics like a tried veteran. 
Duke’s many fans will find this coupling 
quite satisfactory . GOOD: MGW s Be 
Fair/Come to the Mardi Gras with the mel- 
lifluous vocals of Billy Eckstine framing 
two top tunes. Fair is the sort of lush bal- 
lad stuff that Mr. B. 
Vardi Gras is a brisk. Latin-styled vehicle 
that allows him to exhibit his great versa- 
tility, Neither is Eckstine at his very best 
but both are good enough to peddle well in 
record marts and to get big play by disc 
jockeys RECOMMENDED: United’s 
You Belong to Me/Auf Wiedersehn Sweet 
heart, resounding the echo-chambered alto- 
solos of Tab Smith on a couple that made 
the hit parades. With solid support from a 
small band. Tab fingers a sweet horn on 
both but his efforts are never mushy or 
in bad musical taste. His performances on 
the pairing can be said to have commercial 
appeal but cannot be labeled strictly com- 
mercial. On jukes. either of the sides could 
become a smash hit ACCEPTABLE: 
Decea’s | Laughed at Love/Takes Two to 
Tango, a deuce of humorous bits that 
trumpet king Louis Armstrong sings and 
blows in his usual infectious style. He is 
backed on the coupling by a studio band 
that lacks drive. However, that does nol 
cramp Satchmo’s delivery on vocals or it 
He still shines as brilliantly as 
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Can A 
Dope 
Addict 
Come 
Back ? 


(Continued from Page 
who beat women, kick them around to make 
them do their bidding. 

[ had no one to turn to. 
doing the best she could to keep a home 
for us. She could not do anything to 
straighten me out. I had to do that myself. 
I remember how I envied girls my age in 
Harlem who had nice boy friends, who had 
nice clothes and who went to the 
They could all pass me by for I 
may 


35) 


My mother was 


nice 
places. 
was lost even though, 
seem, | knew my way around better than 
most of those who came up in the asphalt 


strange as it 


jungles. 

It was not long before I felt I knew the 
answer. I had to make good in the one 
thing I could do—sing. I could not go 
through life with my body as sole stock in 
from that, although 
doing 


trade. I shied away 
hundreds of girls around me 
all right—beautiful and expensive clothes, 
big cars, vacation trips. That 
wasn’t my racket. It was as simple as that. 
Billie had to sing. But first, Billie had to 
convince more people that she could. 


were 


boy friends, 


‘LOWLY, the breaks started to 
There was John Hammond, Jr., and the 
1938 Blues to Spirituals show at Carnegie 


come. 


Hall. Then there was Cafe Society Down- 
town, and Barney Josephson. There was 
also Artie Shaw and the Old Gold radio 


program. They wanted me on records and 
with Teddy Wilson, Benny Goodman, Ziggy 
Elman, Lionel Hampton. Williams 
and others, I finally found myself sailing. 

Sudden fame and sudden money either 
make 
doing. 
sition. 
for I know that I am a craftsman at the 


Cootie 


one smart or they become one’s un- 


With me, it was a halfway 
I was smart as a singer; I still am, 


propo- 


business, and you do not forget the les- 
sons you are taught in the slums and on 


the sidewalks so easily. But, | wasn’t smart 
about men. I should have 

I have been mistreated by some of them 
been far I never 
fact that when you 


been. 
enough to have wiser. 
learned until lately the 
have fame and money you don’t need any 
man who has nothing to come in and help 
tun your life. 

But, I didn’t know how to manage Billie 
Holiday. 

One of these fellows who had nothing 
but wanted everything from me, took me 
over. I was a fool to fall for him. 
But there are a lot of fools in this world, 
especially women who believe what a man 


Sure, 


tells them without weighing with care what 
He was going to do everything. 
(I did not stop to think that I already had 
more than most Negro singers and most 
for that matter.) He had 


he says. 


white singers, 





his car, his roll of greenbacks; the girls on 
the corner knew 
the bars. That was his only credit. 

But he exerted a lot of influence on me. 
I believed what he told 
believe others. I trusted him completely, 
and since I am a one-man I ex- 
pected him to be on the level with me. He 
many things, including 


him as well as those in 


me as I was to 


woman, 
introduced me to 
the habit that eventually got me deep into 
trouble. I listened to his talk about how I 
needed a “lift.” 
hipped to what’s 
gage now and then.” 

Looking around, I found he was right. 
Musicians on all levels were smoking “tea,” 


“everybody who is 


blew “a little 


How 
going on” 


bandleaders as well as singers. It was 
smart to be “out of this world.” 


The 


who were 


they were 
saying. best music and singing came 
from those “high.” I believed 
this, for I am almost childish 
what people tell me. It never 
me that they might be lying. 
From he guided me into other 
phases of the habit. It wasn’t 
long before I had a “new reputation.” But, 
I never thought of it in that sense. I knew 
it was against the law and that it offended 


believing 


occurs to 


“reefers.” 
narcotic 


the moral sensibilities of a class of people 
always been alien to me because 
hand 


who had 
they had not seen fit to lend me 
along the 

But, 


in the 


way. 
Most of us were 
Most of us 


own 


I was one of many. 
same profession. con- 
with our lives 


health, 


sidered what we did 


and, yes, with our own was our 


own business. 
little in all this was the 
hung 


Counting not a 
fact that 
around us, 
clubs where we appeared, found no offense 
in the fact that a singer was “high” when 
“killing” Many of them con- 
doned_ the 
“lucky” 
a gathering 
else’s place, they 
buy some “sticks” 
Even the newspaper columnists were tol- 


most of the people who 


patronized our shows and the 


her audience. 


and. if they were 


invited to your house 


practice 
enough to be 
or to of musicians at someone 
did not count it a sin to 


to pass around. 


erant. They kidded about “tea” and “reef- 
ers.” <A terrific hit record was Rosetta 
Howard's /f Yow’re a } iper, on Decca. In 
it she had a dream about a “reefer five 


feet long, not too weak and not too strong.” 
People bought it right and left. I heard 
that it sold over half a million platters. 
But they don’t look at these things—the 
It appears that the main job is to 
To me, it 


source. 
catch 
seemed like 
a newspaper or mag 
and then hunting around until you found it. 
It wasn’t illegal to advertise or joke about 
it. It WAS illegal and STILL IS to use it 
or to be caught with it. 

They got me in Philadelphia and they 


people who use narcotics. 
seeing something advertised in 
azine or on a billboard 


got the fellow who “got me on it”—Joe 
Guy. I served my time, took the cure and 
came out. Like many others, I swore I 


touch the stuff again. Per- 
I had made up my mind 
But things happen differ- 


I lost 


would never 
haps, I wouldn't. 
that I wouldn’t. 
ently from the way you plan them. 








Ineed500Men 


To Wear and Show 
Made-to-Measure 


UITS 


5 

yan Pay No Money— 
Send No Money 
My values in made-to-meas- 
ure suits are so sensational, 
thousands of men order when 
they see the actual garments. 
I make it easy for you to get 
your own suit to wear and 
show—MAKE MONEY IN 
FULL or SPARE TIMEIN 
THIS EASY WAY! 


° . 
My Planis Amazing 
Just take a few orders at my low 
money-saving prices—that’s 
all—and get your own personal 
suit to wear and show—make 
money fast taking orders. No 
experience needed. Spare time 
pays BIG. You pay no money, 
now or any time. 


MAIL COUPON! 
Rush this coupon today for full 
facts and BIG SAMPLE KIT 
containing 150 fine woolens in all 
popular weights and shades. Be 
one of the 500 top-notchers I 
need to wear, show, and take or- 
ders for my suits. Act today! 
W. Z. GIBSON, INC. 
Dept. S 664, 500 S. Throop : Street, Chicago 7, Hl. 
| W. Z. GIBSON, INC., Dept., 5-664, 
50C S. Throop Street, Chicago 7, lll. 

Dear Sir: I WANT a Made-to-Measure SUIT TO | 
WEAR AND SHOW, without paying one cent for 
it. Rush details and Sample Kit of actual fab- | 
rics. ABSOLUTELY FREE. 























er 
fabric sample 
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PROPORTION-IZED 


HALF-SIZE 


FASHIONS 


Everything for YOU who wear 
Half-Sizes! Shop by mail from 
our new Hayes Style Catalog 
specializing in sizes 14 to 26, 
all Proportion-ized for you. 

This lovely white-ground Print with 
black scroll-work detail, in 80-square 
Percale, is only $3.98. Other dresses 
from $2.29; coats $12.98 up. Also suits, 
sportswear, shoes, hose and corsets. 
Mail coupon now for your copy 

of Hayes Style Catalog. It's FREE. 


es 








DEPT. 457 467 FIFTH AVE alate agit 
‘ fe) ease rus me 

ne. S ONE Tse. Y FREE Hayes Half. | 

Size Catalog. (457) ! i 

— 

I 

— ! 

| 

| 

a 








New 


Styles Demand 


Smooth, Flat Tummy 


Amazing New French Undergarment Girdle 


Makes You Look Your Best in New Fashions 


a On TS SOON ON 







MOST FLATTERING TUMMY 
CONTROL EVER CREATED 


Wear TUMMY-TRIM with or without a gir- 
dle. TUMMY-TRIM is an entirely new kind of 
lightweight girdle. Its extra FLATTENING 
pressure is due to the criss-cross design plus 
a new strength elastic that s-t-r-e-t-c-h-e-s 
and adjusts automatically to shape your fig- 
ure. Solid comfort! Better, more healthful 
posture! Exquisitely made! TUMMY-TRIM will 
actually improve your figure instantly and 
continue to better it day by day. The lacy trim 
completes its all-feminine picture. The four 
extra-length detachable adjustable garters 
are scientifically placed for comfort and to 
glamourize your legs. 






























Here's the modern, up-to-the min 
ute tylph-trim figure that TUMMY 


Oid fashioned girdles spoil your 
figure instead of improving ++ 
Note how the “‘bulge’’ pokes out 
instead of being flat and grace- 
ful No excuse now becouse 
TUMMY-TRIM holds you in 


TRIM wilf give you. A dramatic i 


change to an eye full dreamy fig 


ure of charm, grace, and desire 


10 DAYS FREE TRIAL 
Order today. Send the coupon. Try on and wear your TUMMY 
TRIM for 10 doys Test ith Examine it! If not 100% delighted 
with your new figure and the tremendous value, return for prompt 
refune’ of the full purchase price. Waist sizes 24 to 30, $2.98 
Waist sizes 32 to 48, $3.98 


ie. 5 


FREE TRIAL COUPON g 

The S. J. Wegman Company, Dept. 107 

836 Broadway, New York 3. N Y | 
a 


RUSH my new TUMMY TRIM 
agly satisfied, | may retu 


three-in.one at once If I 
rial for prompt refuna o 

Size 
Send C.0.0 Iw 


the garment plus few cents postage 
Wegmon Compan 


k guarantee 4 





n it after 10-day 
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| enclose poyment. The S 
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5 FREE + 
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pay postage. Same money-ba 
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THREE SHADES 
LIGHTER 


YES SEE your complexion become lighter, brighter, 
ond blemish-free Right before your eyes. 

New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is unlike 
ony product you ever have used before. No waiting hope- 
fully for months to see the results you want. With the 
improved NEVOLINE formula we guarantee you will see 
your skin grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 

Order o trial jor today! Be convinced that NEVOLINE is 
the gentle cream you hove been waiting for. In large 
2 oz. jors of $1.00 each, or 3 jors for $2.00. Save C.0.D. 
costs, enclose your remittance with order Act now! 


PARIS IMPERIAL 


G. P. O. Box 129, New York 1, N. Y. 









It’s wonderful the way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
acts chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
-NOT 


GOOD FOOD 


@ Here's the secret millions of folks have 
discovered about FEEN-A-MINT, the mod- 
ern chewing-gum laxative. Yes, here is 
why FEEN-A-MINT’'s action is so wonder- 
fully different! 

Doctors say that many other laxatives 
start their ‘“flushing’’ action too soon... 
right in the stomach where food is being 
digested. Large doses of such laxatives 
upset digestion, flush away nourishing 
food you need for health and energy. 
You feel weak, worn out. 

But gentle FFEN-A-MINT, taken as rec- 
ommended, works chiefly in the lower 
bowel where it removes mostly waste, not 
good food! You avoid that typical weak, 
tired, run-down feeling. Use FEEN-A-MINT 
and feel your “peppy,”’ energetic self — 
full of life! Get FEEN-A-MINT! Noincrease 
in price—still 25¢, 50¢ or only 10¢. 


Feen-a-mint 


THE CHEWING-GUM LAXATIVE 
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mama while I was playing the Howard ip 
Washington. I brooded over it for over q 
year. I had not reconciled myself to the 
fact that she was dead when Joe Guy and 
I were picked up. 

When I came out of the Federal hospital, 
I found people had been saying all manner 
of nasty things about me. I found that 
they were even then stacking the cards 
against me. My mind was hazy. If | 
could have gone away to some place like a 
small country town or brought back to life 
on the outside, gently and gradually, | 
might have beaten the rap right then. 

But the cards didn’t fall that way. | 
came out into a world that was asking on 
every hand, “What’s Billie going to do 
now? She'll make a million dollars if she 
goes at it right.” Night clubs and theaters 
were after me, all trying to be the first to 
cash in on the fact that I had been sick 
and was trying to make a comeback. 





PEOPLE were around me on all sides, 
clamoring, yelling, pulling and conniv. 
ing. I had more “managers” than a South 
\merican army has generals. I had no 
chance to think; no opportunity to be 
alone, and most of all, I had no real sin. 
cere person to turn to who would advise 
me truthfully as to the best thing to do. 
| am a Catholic and an ardent believer, 
but I had not been that close to the church. 
I had to take what people in the street 
told me, or listen to those who wormed 
themselves in close enough to whisper in 
my ear. 

As you might understand, I have a terri- 
ble temper. It’s hard for me to control it 
at times. When I do, I am as harmless as 
a baby. I don’t like to even think Im 
being insulted, especially in cases that in- 
volve my civil rights. I had a couple ol 
incidents or so that broke in the papers 
when I opened in 1947 at Club Ebony on 
Broadway. I did not consider then that 
the police were watching my every action. 
just waiting for the chance to pounce on 
me. 

I listened to John Levy, owner of the 
He told me he could do me more 
good than anybody else. He wanted to be 
my personal manager. As such, he told 
me, | would be the greatest singer in the 
world and make more money than all of 
I believed him and let 
him take me over. He pulled out of Club 
Ebony and started working with me. 

Thank God, that experience is over and 
completely in the past. If I could get it 
out of my mind today. I would feel as 
though the weight of a thousand years was 
I never knew 


club. 


them put together. 


lifted from my shoulders. 
what I was doing when I was being han- 
Continual fights, bickering. 
life was hell. He had a terrible temper 
also and tried to take it out on me. 
Although I got the big exclusive book: 
ings and wore costly gowns, I was just the 


dled by him. 





same as a window dummy wearing clothes 
that belong to a queen. I hardly knew! 
had them on. Beyond eating and sleeping. 
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sleeping, 





singing and quarreling, life had nothing in 
it for me. 

I could not go back on Broadway, for the 
police department in New York had re- 
yoked my license as an entertainer. I was, 
forced to depend upon theater en- 
gagements for what work I could get in 
New York. I was actually exiled from the 
one place every singer has to work if she 
got into trouble 


thus, 


wants io get anywhere. 
in California. There was a 
with a lot of nasty scandal attached. 


big court case 
There 
were other things. 

At the same time, big-name white singers 
and movie stars were smoking “reefers,” 
using needles and thumbing their 
But, every 
brought the 


noses at 


the police about it. time my 
name was mentioned, it cops 


snooping around where I was singing, try- 


ing to make a living the best I could. On 
top of it all. I finally decided that if I could 


ever get away from Levy, that would be IT. 
I made the break. 

I was like a ship without a rudder, a 
kite without a tail. Just as I was sinking 
with nothing to grab to save I got 
my reprieve. I hope it proves to be my 
“pardon” for a tall, brown-skinned, serious- 
minded fellow (the first I had been 
that close to) came along. His name is 
Louis McKay and he is a native of New 
Orleans, but he has lived in Detroit, as 
well as in New York. We fell love at 
first sight and got married in Boston. Now, 
for the first time in my entire life, I feel 
that I have an anchor. 

Mr. McKay knows me, 
all. He knows how to handle and humor 


myself. 


ever 


first and above 


me. He knows how to speak for me, he 
knows all the angles of show business and 
when to say “no.” I am learning the les- 
sons of one who has responsibilities for the 
first time and how, when one has somebody 
with whom she can cooperate, she can go 
all the way. Mr. McKay thinks like a man 
and not like a two-bit hustler out to raise 
a down Cadillac. He 
was well off when I met him. He has no 
need to live off me. 

That is why I am planning to quit sing- 
retire within the next three 

I feel now that I could finish out my 
days as a housewife. cooking for and tak- 
ing care of Mr. McKay. 

Oh. about that rap. 
it. Completely. Sure. I take a 
Scotch—as much as I want. But the other? 
No. not any more. Mr. McKay has taught 
me that I can stop anything I want to and 
that it is him for me 
to not want anything that good for 
me. 

That is why I have finally convinced the 


payment on a new 


ing, two or 


years. 


yes. I’ve conquered 


important to 
isn't 


most 


New York Police Department that I beat 
that dope rap hands down and that is why 
they have, after all these years. given me 


New York night clubs 


a card to work in 


again. If I hadn't beat the rap, would I 
have been given a card? 

You can beat any kind of rap if you 
make up your mind to do so. If you are 


lucky 
help you beat it, you might consider things 
But | that the best 
is to beat such a rap yourself. 


THE END 


as I was in 


easier. suspect way 


to do it 


NEED MONEY? 


Housewife Tells You How She Made Extra 


Money In Spare Time 


“With three children to sup- 
port, we had a hard time 
getting by on my husband’s 
salary. Now, thanks to Lucky 
Heart, I can still look after 
my children and earn the 
extra money we need in my 
spare time. I’m glad I'm a 
Lucky Heart representative.” 
Mrs. E. B., South Carolina 


AcT Now! 





MAKE EXTRA MONEY YOURSELF 
Write for this FREE CATALOG 


Use this new catalog to show 








friends and neighbors ex- 
quisite new cosmetics that 
every one of them will want. 
You'll enjoy taking orders 
in your spare time and you'll 
make good money. 
day and we'll rush your cat- 
alog, display case offer and 
free samples. We send every- 
thing you need, show you 
how to make money. Write 
LUCKY HEART, 

Dept 
Memphis, Tenn. 


Write to- 


drink of 


getting a good man to | 








#646 © 


Latest thing in hair 
styles for that certain 
alluring youthful look. 
Natural looking. 
























Alluring, soft curls of 
style and sophistication. 
Fitting all around the 
entire 





TRIPLE ROW GLAMOUR 


Style 
#641 


*798 


Heavenly three rows of 












thick lustrous curls. 
Worn on the back of 
Very sm 





head. 


TWIN GLAMOUR BUNS 


Style 
+ 643 


1$450 


Two of the 
braided buns 
Beautifully worn 
both ears. Very 







loveliest 
ever. 
over 
chic. 









The current rave. Beau- 
tifully woven, made of 
genuine human hair. 
Lustrous wavy curls. 
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: SEND NO MONEY Guarantee 
7 
:Gold Medal Hair Products, Inc. Dept.YH2 


Highway, Brooklyn 23, New York 


Kings 


5337 
. 


a 

8Send me MEDALO HAIR STYLES No... . 

@ (mark here no. of hair styles you want from above) 
{| will pay price shown plus postage when | get my 
"Medalo Hair Style and written guarantee. | may wear 
“it 10 days. If not satisfied in every way, | may return 


tit for exchange or get my cash money back in full. 


je MARK HERE MATCHING COLOR: 


extra for 


Mixed Gray (] 


Brown [} $2. 


pJet Black [J 
Dark Brown [] 


1 Off Black [7] 
‘ 


' 
g Name 





KILL THESE HAIR-DESTROYING GERMS 


STAPHYLOCOCCUS 


MOROCOCCUS 


PITYROSPORUM 


NOTHING, Absolutely nothing 
known to Science can do more to 


SAVE YOUR 


WITH WARD’S 


FALLING 
HAIR 
= 


HAIR 


Beware of your itchy scalp, hair loss, dandruff, head scales, un- 
pleasant head odors! Nature may be warning you of approaching 
baldness. Heed Nature’s warning! Treat your scalp to scientifically 
prepared Ward’s Formula. 


Millions of trouble-breeding bacteria, living on your sick scalp 
(see above) are killed on contact. Ward’s Formula kills not one, 
but all four types of these destructive scalp germs now recognized 
by many medical authorities as a significant cause of baldness. 
Kill these germs—don’t risk letting them kill your hair growth. 


ENJOY THESE 5 BENEFITS IMMEDIATELY 


. Kills these 4 types of germs that retard normal hair growth— 
on contact 
2. Removes ugly infectious dandruff—fast 
3. Brings hair-nourishing blood to scalp—quickly 
Stops annoying scalp itch and burn—instantly 
Starts wonderful self-massaging action—within 3 seconds 





Once you're bald, that’s it, friends! There’s nothing you can do. 
Your hair is gone forever. So are your chances of getting it back. 
But Ward’s Formula, used as directed, keeps your sick scalp free 
of itchy dandruff, seborrhea, and stops the hair loss they cause. 


Almost at once your hair looks thicker, more attractive and alive. 





We don’t ask you to believe us. Thousands of men and women— 
irst skeptical just as you are—have proved what we say. Read their 
grateful letters. Study the guarantee—it’s better than a free trial! 
Then try Ward’s Formula at our risk. Use it for only 10 short days. 
You must enjoy al/ the benefits we claim—or we return not only the 
rice you pay—but DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK. You be 


judge! © Ward Laboratories Inc., 1430 Broadway, New York 18, N.Y. 


TO SAVE YOUR HAIR ACT NOW 
Send coupon today for 10-day offer. Send No Money 


Yard Laboraties Inc., 

1430 Broadway, Dept. 8501W New York 18, N. ¥. 
Rush Ward's Formula to me at once. | will pay postman two 
dollars plus postage. | must be completely satisfied within 
10 days, or you GUARANTEE refund of DOUBLE MY MONEY 
BACK upon return of bottle and unused portion. 


DOUBLE Y UR 


O 
MONEY 


offer holds, of course. 


I must admit I didn’t have much 
faith in it, but I hadn’t been using 
Ward’s one week before I could see 
it was helping me. I could feel my 
hair getting thicker. 
E. K., Cleveland, Ohio 
Out of all the Hair Experts I went 
to, I’ve gotten the most help from 
one bottle of Ward’s Formula. 
C. La M., Philadelphia. Pa. 
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SANA 


m—maauskCT TODAY or YOU MAY BE TOO LATELWW He 
! 


FORMULA 


MICROBACILLUS 


After using Ward’s for only 12 days, 
my hair has stopped falling out. 
R. W. C., Cicero, Ill. 
I am tickled to death with the re- 
sults. In just two weeks’ time—no 
dandruff! W. T. W., Portola, Cal. 
I feel encouraged to say that the in- 
furiating scalp itch which has both- 
ered me for 5 years is now gone. 
J. M. K., Columbus, Ohio 


REMY yy: 


Check here if you enclose $2.00 with order, and we will pay postage. Same refund 
APO, FPO, Canada ¢& Foreign add 25c; no CODs. 


GUARANTEE 








